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THE  FIRST  SYLLABLE. — Bai*<3. 

SCENE. — Sitting-room  in  an  hotel  at  Messina.  MISS  NARROWBY  and 

BERTHA  discovered. 

Ber.  If  I  understand  rightly,  the  conditions  of  the  will  oblige  poor  Rose  to  marry 
within  six  weeks  of  her  coming  of  age. 

Miss  N.  It  is  so.  But  although  her  late  uncle  expressed  a  wish  that  her  husband 
should  be  his  ward,  Sir  Alfred  Leicester,  she  does  not  lose  her  fortune  if  she  prefers 
taking  someone  else.  The  universe  has  been  in  existence  upwards  of  five  thousand 
years,  and  yet  to-day,  in  what  is  termed  “an  age  of  civilization  and  progress,” 
woman  still  holds  the  same  lowly  and  degraded  position  that  she  occupied  in  the  days 
of  our  common  ancestress,  Eve.  That  is  the  substance  of  a  lecture  that  I  propose  to 
deliver  at  the  next  “  Trampled  Ti*easures’  Tea  and  Tactics’  Meeting,”  after  we  get 
back  to  England. 

Enter  ROSE. 

Rose.  Good  morning,  my  dear  friends.  At  last  we  are  alone,  all  three  of  us 
together.  I  am  sure  you  have  thought  me  very  crazy  during  the  last  few  weeks  ;  and 
you  especially,  Harriet,  are  at  a  loss  to  think  what  my  reason  was  for  asking  you  to 
give  up  the  pleasant  society  at  Mentone  tcrjoin  me  in  this  out-of-the-way  island. 

Miss  N.  I  confess  that  I  cannot  conceive  why  you  found  it  impossible  to  carry  out 
your  scheme  in  some  locality  less  remote  from  civilization. 

Rose.  I  will  explain.  When  first  I  made  your  acquaintance,  when  Bertha  and  I 
were  still  girls  at  school,  we  three  entered  into  a  solemn  league  and  covenant  for  the 
suppression  of  men.  Your  motives  for  hating  the  other  sex  you  did  not  think  it 
necessary  to  communicate;  my  own  reason  is  obvious  enough.  A  tiresome  will 
binds  me  to  marry,  whether  I  like  it  or  not,  or  else  I  should  find  myself  thrown 
penniless  upon  the  world.  The  sex  that  produces  anything  capable  of  devising  a  thing 
like  that  is  deserving  of  contempt  and  loathing.  I  used  to  think  I  would  relinquish 
the  fortune,  and  keep  my  self-respect  and  liberty. 

Miss  N.  And  let  your  money  go  to  supply  a  vapid  male  creature’s  frivolities — 
cigars,  horses,  stalls  at  the  Gaiety,  &c.  ? 

Rose.  {Laughing.)  The  dread  of  poverty,  and  a  desire  of  outwitting  our  general 
enemy — Man — have  inspii’ed  me  with  a  grand  idea!  Now  give  me  your  hands,  and 
swear  allegiance  to  me.  I  have  told  Mr.  Winter  my  intention,  and  he,  being  a 
lawyer,  will  arrange  evei*ything  in  proper  legal  form,  so  that  I  can  comply  with  my 
uncle’s  injunction,  and  yet  not  be  troubled  with  a  husband. 

Ber.  But  I  do  not  understand  ! 

Rose.  Let  me  .finish.  We  are  here,  away  from  everyone  who  knows  us.  We  live 
quietly,  so  that  it  is  not  known  at  present  that  I  am  very  rich.  Mr.  Winter  speaks 
Italian  like  a  native,  and  he  has  undertaken  to  get  hold  of  some  needy  inhabitant  of 
the  place,  who  will  be  bribed  to  marry  me  !  He  will  sign  a  paper  swearing  never  to 
molest  me,  or  try  to  find  out  my  name,  or  where  I  live,  or  anything.  The  sum  of 
money  I  shall  give  will  be  an  enormous  fortune  for  a  Sicilian,  so  you  see  I  shall 
benefit - 

Miss  N.  {Sharply.)  Don’t  talk  of  benefiting  any  man,  my  love  ! 

Rose.  Ah !  no— horrid  wretches !  But  wealth,  after  all,  is  a  doubtful  blessing. 
Perhaps  the  possession  of  a  large  sum  of  money  may  prove  anything  but  an 
advantage  to  my  victim  ;  is  that  a  consolation  to  you?  But  what  do  you  think  of  my 
plan  ? 

Ber.  It  is  a  capital  idea,  only  I  feel  rather  nervous  about  it. 

Miss  N.  It  is  simply  grand,  and  we  will  help  you  to  carry  it  out  with  all  the 
energy  of  our  faithful  hearts. 
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Rose.  That  is  charming !  I  knew  I  should  meet  with  sympathy  from  you  both. 

What  a  triumph  to  think  that — 

“  We  few,  we  happy  feAv,  we  band  of  sisters,” 

can  frustrate  the  base  and  degrading  designs  of  the  opposite  sex  !  .  ,  . 

Ber.  {Drily.)  The  odds  are  in  our  favour,  though.  We  are  three  against  one. , 

KTXRos^.  Ah^V'must  n°ot  boast  too  much.  Moreover,  we  have  a  man  leagued  with 

us:  that  is  very  humiliating.  .  , 

Ber.  {Enthusiastically.)  But  Mr.  Winter  is  not  like  other  men  . 

Miss  N.  Ah,  no,  indeed  !  Still,  he  requires  keeping  in  his  proper  place.  (Aside.) 

She  thinks  a  great  deal  too  much  of  Mr.  Winter. 

Ber.  Well,  I’m  sure!  I  do  not  think  you  have  any  right  to  talk  like  that, 
when _ 

Miss  N.  What !  Do  you  mean  to  insinuate - 

Ber.  I  insinuate  nothing.  I  " 

Rn<?p  Now.  mv  dears,  don’t  be  so  huffy !  ,  ,,  .  , 

{The  scene  closes  as  all  three  are  talking  at  once,  (ii  c 

squabbling.) 

SECOND  SYLLABLE— It. 

Enter  ALFRED. 

41  T  sunnose  it  is  all  right.  Winter  said  in  his  letter  that  he  would  meet  me  here 
At.  1  suPP?f®  “ 18  .  £  .h  j  bate  this  absurd  plotting  and  masquerading ; 

7^11  s6  S  We  have  a  contest  here" in  which  it  is  hard  to  say 

whether  Mail  ot  Cupid  is  the  best  general  to  follow.  I  am  not  fighting  Rose  with  her 

own  weapons.  hav'half k  thriw 

‘'ffibole  bus"  “o  b“ngltd  without  seeing  her.  No  ;  that  would 
be  folly.  I  must  see  her,  and  talk  to  her  once  more. 

Enter  MR.  WINTER. 

nn  I  mv  dear  fellow  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  !  How  are  you  ? 

Mr  W  Delighted  that  you  have  arrived.  Things  are  much  as  they  were  when  I 

J":  lii  ’voii  U  Miss  Vivian  is  firm  in  her  resolution  about  this  unnatural  foreign 
wrote  to  you.  miss  .  .  ,  i  her  up  in  it.  There  rests  my  greatest  hope, 

marriage,  r‘du cull rash  d  “•  “  m,['Et  weftr  itself  out,  and  by  the  time  it 

They  are  , 9°  1 ^°‘  >0.u ‘  $  ‘the  young  lady  finds  herself  about  to  be  tied  for  life  to  a 
XnU0.fookinT^itntfogypes»to ,/i^bile,  when  she  might  marry  you,  she 

I™  not  conceited  enough  to  feel  at  all  sure 
that ‘she  will  fall  in  love  with  me- with  her  strong-minded  notions  and  contempt  for 

th^frPPWitNontense  my  dear  boy!  She  is  influenced  by  the  others-at  least  the 
lfW’Hdv  As  long  as  she  has  no  suspicion  as  to  who  you  are,  she  is  bound  to  hire 
you  But',  tell  me,  for  I  do  not  quite  understand.  You  say  you  have  once  spoken 

t0  months  ago  knowing  that  she  would  soon  come  of  age,  and  must  decide 

Al'  Thr,ef  “  Yi  ®  aE  ’  or  resign  her  fortune,  a  fancy  seized  me  that  I  should  like 

Jseelhe  w™ “my”  fopuiShad  designed  for  me,  I  went  down  to  her  place  in 
to  see  tne  vue  y  Jr  church  on  Sunday.  I  aamired  ner  very  much,  and  wished 

that  ’A^neveV  heard  of  her  strong-minded  notions.  I  made  no  effort,  however, 
that  1  ha,^  never  •  t  ce  bufc  an  0dd  chance  threw  her  in  my  way.  I  was  driving 

+o  Ihe  station  the  following  morning,  and,  as  you  know,  it  is  a  long  distance,  and 
to  the  station  tne  =  ,  tu  people  at  the  village  inn  had  given  me  a  very 

through  very  nai’i  ,  and  before  we  were  half-way,  off  came  one  of  the  wheels, 

ramshackle  sort  of  -  q’  n  contemplating  a  most  disagreeable  walk,  and  the 

The  mud  was  the  station,  for  It  was  certain  I  should 

prospect  of  havi .ng  t« »  ™  »  °»upl .e  ui  dilemma,  who  should  appear 

strong-minded  “Destiny,’’  driving  herself  in  a 


upon 

small  pony-carriage. 


Mv  trap  occupied  “nearly  the  whole  width  of  the  road,  and 
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fchero  was  barely  room  for  Miss  Vivian  to  pass.  Seeing  what  had  happened,  the 
sweet  little  thing  behaved  in  a  most  unaffected,  natural,  and  truly  charitable 
manner.  Recognising  the  fly,  and  so  surmising  that  I  was  a  traveller  possibly  a 
commercial  one — she  offered  to  take  me  to  the  station !  Imagine  my  delight .  I 
spent  the  pleasantest  half-hour  I  have  ever  known.  Not  one  symptom  of  strong- 
mindedness  did  she  display  ;  she  was  simply  an  unaffected,  charming  woman,  who 
had  acted  on  the  impulse  of  the  moment.  But  I  see  a  glimpse  of  a  white  dress  in 
the  garden,  and  such  is  the  natural  vanity  and  frivolous  disposition  of  “  the  inferior 
being,”  that  it  would  like  to  make  some  change  in  its  travel-worn  appearance  before 
meeting  the  object  of  its  fond  desires.  Will  you  come  with  me  to  my  room,  and  we 
can  settle  our  plot  a  little  more  perfectly  ?  [ Exeunt  Sir  Alfred  and  Mr .  Winter. 

Enter  MISS  NAEROWBY  and  BERTHA. 

Ber.  I  doubt  if  we  are  right  in  encouraging  this  scheme.  The  idea  is  not  in 

accordance  with  the  prosaic  notions  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

Miss  N.  Don’t  you  think  so?  This  is  an  age  in  which  the  great  deity  in  all  classes 
of  society  is  £  s.  d.  A  fortune  of  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  is  at  stake. .  An 
inferior  being  would  rest  content  with  the  conditions  attached  to  its  possession 
would  accept  the  money  with  gratitude,  and  the  encumbrance  with  resignation.  A 
high-flown,  romantic  persor  would  scatter  both  the  fortune  and  its  humiliating  con¬ 
dition  to  the  winds.  Rost,  being  endowed  with  some  common  sense,  and  having 
superior  friends  and  advisers,  is  determined  not  to  lose  her  fortune,  and  to  make  the 
encumbrance  as  little  noticeable  as  possible. 

Enter  MR.  WINTER. 

Good  morning,  Mr  Winter. 

Mr.  W.  Good  morning,  ladies.  I  am  iping  to  beg  to  be  excused  from  breakfasting 
with  you,  as  a  business  acquaintance  has  just  arrived,  who  expects  a  little  attention 
from  me — a  member  of  the  despised  sex,  so  I  dare  not  hope  to  be  allowed  to  present 
him  to  you. 

Miss  N.  and  Ber .  ( Much  interested.)  A  gentleman  ? 

Mr.  W.  Yes.  But  where  is  Miss  Vivian?  I  trust  she  has  not  wandered  beyond 
the  grounds  of  the  hotel.  (Uneasily.)  English  people,  especially  ladies,  little  think 
what  a  risk  they  incur  in  going  about  alone  in  places  like  Sicily.  There  are  con¬ 
stantly  cases  in  the  newspapers  of  travellers  losing  their  way - 

Miss  N.  Good  Heavens  !  You  alarm  me  !  I  am  so  used  to  Rosa  going  about  by 
herself  !  Oh,  what  shall  I  do  ?  Careless  wretch  that  I  have  been  !  She  came  to  my 
room,  and  asked  me  to  go  out  with  her,  and  I  refused  1  Oh,  oh  ! 

Ber.  She  knocked  at  my  door,  too,  and  I  pretended  to  be  asleep.  Oh,  selfish  brute 
that  I  am  ! 

Miss  N.  Where  can  she  be  ?  Let  us  alarm  the  hotel,  and  send  scouts  in  all  direc¬ 
tions.  I  have  heard  of  people  being  taken  prisoners  by  brigands,  and  cut  up  into 
little  pieces,  and  sent  bit  by  bit  to  their  relations,  till  a  ransom  was  paid.  There  was 
an  English  wine  merchant,  whose  nose - 

Mr.  W.  (Looking  out  of  window.)  Do  not  alarm  yourself  ;  I  see  Miss  Vivian  in  the 
garden,  with  all  her  features  uninjured. 

Enter  ROSE  and  SIR  ALFRED,  talking. 

Rose.  Oh,  my  dears,  is  it  not  strange?  This  gentleman  and  I  have  just  recognised 
each  other  ;  we  met  one  day  in  England.  Mr.  Winter  and  he  are  acquainted,  I  find. 
Mr.  Winter,  will  you  please  be  master  of  ceremonies,  and  present  your  friend  to  us? 
For  although  he  and  I  are  on  speaking  terms,  you  see,  oddly  enough,  we  do  not  know 
each  other's  names. 

Mr.  W.  (Aside  to  Alfred.)  What  shall  I  call  you  ? 

Al.  Hush!  I’ll  manage.  Madam,  your  kindness  in  acknowledging  any  acquaintance 
with  me  is  a  favour  I  feel  most  deeply.  Will  you  pardon  me  if,  for  the  present,  I  ask 
to  keep  my  name  secret  ? 

Miss  N.  (Aside.)  What  insolent  assurance !  The  creature  must  be  a  felon  I 

Rose.  Oh,  I  beg  pardon.  Of  course,  it  doesn’t  matter.  Any  friend  of  Mr.  Winter’s 
must  be  welcome  to  us.  Please  do  not  think  me  rude  and  inquisitive. 

Miss  N.  (To  Bertha.)  It  is  only  natural  to  wish  to  know  how  to  address  anyone 
with  whom  one  may  have  to  come  in  contact. 
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Be,  We  can  epeak  of  him  as  “  The  Mystery,”  or  “  L’lncowin," or  simply 
tier'  ^  /  Pnvo  and  Alfred  have  retired  to  the  hack  of  the  stage 

(  < ZZated  conversation, .  Mr.  Winter  takes  papers  from 
his  pocket,  and  appears  absorbed  m  their  contents.) 

Miss  N  This  is  what  I  have  dreaded  !  My  friend  my  pet  pupil  falls  away  trom  a 
the  noble  resolutions  she  has  made.  This  “  thing”  already  proves  capable  of  destroy 

me  all  the  influence  I  thought  I  had  acquired  . 

B  ( Scene  closes.) 

THIRD  SCENE— Bandit. 

Night. 

r  f  ,,  QTR  AT  TP  RED  and  MR.  WINTER  at  opposite  sides.  Svr  A.  carries  a  large 

*ht  SrrtheI,rkLhroe£re  SCw  them  believe  they  were 

h±-  ^iles  into  the  country  succeeded  admirably.  The  poor  things  are 

?  RW  with  terror  in  the  carriage,  not  a  hundred  yards  from  the  garden  entrance, 
trembling  with  terror  in  tneca  g^  vetturino  to  the  presence  of  the  same 

WnoSa  person"^  a  fo,. reelf.  k  ought  not  to  lose  anytime.  If  you  are 
^“ofyo™  p£t  of  tL  trick,  I  think  I  may  answer  for  mrne^ 

Mr.  W.  “Tomb™ 

^m^nrbe*  mot  impressive.  Besides,  Miss  Narrowby  ^bink 

18  T/  ^WiVltosTever  forgive  this?  We  have  only  been  two  days  together,  and  yet 

r  A  JZH  wron- fn  bSin-  that  she  likes  me.  Will  she  loathe  and  despise  me 

iT^n  she  finds  herself  caughtln  her  own  toils?  A  few  minutes  will  decide  now. 
when  she  nnas  nerseu  oaugu  ( Retires  into  a  corner.) 

Enter  MR.  WINTER,  leading  MISS  NARROWBY,  blindfold. . 
vr  _ oh  dear!  How  dreadful!  How  silly  of  us  to  think  of  a 

mcnic^n^a  hoiTible  country  like  this  !  Shall  we  ever  get  back  to  the  hotel  ?  Oh,  are 
picnic  in  a  no  odious  smell  of  mouldv  sheepskin  near  me  ? 

th°Mr  No  ;  they  are  waiting  without,  guarding  the  entrance  But  it  J?® 

as  well  to  speak  politely  about  them.  They  do  not  understand  English;  hut  their 

ChMi^s°N  ’  ThenWI  hope' 'he  can"- speak  so  that  one  can  comprehend  him.  No  educated 
PeSu  c^uld  be  expected  to  understand  this  dreadful  patois .  Signore  il  bngadiere, 

V0Mr~W  Hush  !  He  is  under  a  vow  not  to  speak  until  his  terms  are  complied 
wifh  and  Rose  promises  to  be  bis  wife.  You  must  urge  her  to  remain  firm  m  her 
resolution  .Really ,  this  adventure  comes  quite  opportunely.  I  must  leave  younow 

for  a  moment,  whilst  I  meet  a^?8.'i  never  wm  leave  the  civilized  world 

^However*,  if  Rose  marries  this  bandit,  she  will  be  safe  from  the  intrigues  of 
£  dangerous  stranger,  who  has  taken  her  fancy  so  absurdly. 

Mist^  (Starting.)  Good  heavens  !  somebody  there  !  Oh,  this  hateful  bandage  ! 
I  declare,  it  is  a  meVcy  I  did  not  forget  my  promise  and  tear  it  off,  for  the  cave  is  so 
silent  I  thought  I  was  alone  !  I  might  have  been  stabbed  to  the  heart ! 

^«aLord !  He  does  understand  English,  then!  But  how  about 

y°ll  ^XicL^Hang^t  l  {Aloud.)  Io  non  sono  il  Capitano.  sono  an  altro.  Corpo 

dXMissN.  (Aside.)  Uses  bad  language,  the  villain  !  But  I  can  understand  him. 
Ah,  thank  goodness,  I  hear  them  coming ! 
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Enter  MR.  WINTER,  ROSE,  and  BERTHA. 

Hose.  ( To  Miss  N .)  Oh,  you  poor  dear  thing  !  Mr.  Winter,  why  have  they  treated 
her  like  this  ? 

Miss  N.  My  dear,  I  don’t  mind  the  bandage  now  I  know  you  are  safe.  But  do 

let  us  make  haste  and  comply  with  the  b - the  Signor’s  terms.  Sign  his  paper, 

and  then  to-morrow  we  can  go  to  the  Consulate  and  have  the  marriage  hurried  over, 
and  get  away  from  this  hateful  country  for  ever  ! 

Ber.  You  see,  dear,  it  turns  out  quite  conveniently  for  your  scheme.  Only  who 
would  have  dreamed  of  there  being  spies  about  who  could  understand  what  we  said? 

Rose.  (Aside.)  Oh,  what  shall  I  do? 

Mr.  W.  Is  there  any  need  to  delay  ?  You  quite  understand,  do  you  not,  that  you 
are  the  victim  of  a  plot— that  there  are  traitors  about  you  ?  In  fact,  everyone  in  the 
hotel  is  in  the  pay  of  yonder  gentleman,  and  it  would  be  dangerous— nay,  positively 
useless  to  offer  any  opposition.  Here  are  the  terms  of  the  agreement — ( producing 
paper)  ‘  written  in  very  choice  Italian.’  He  promises  never  to  molest  you,  to  leave 
you  directly  the  marriage  ceremony  is  concluded,  and  never  seek  to  see  you  unless 
you  desire  it.  Quite  your  own  terms,  you  see. 

Miss  N.  Nothing  under  the  circumstances,  and  in  such  a  country,  could  be  fairer. 
Oh,  darling,  sign  it,  and  let  us  get  back  to  the  hotel ! 

Ber.  What  do  you  mean?  We  are  in  our  own  sitting-room.  Mr.  Winter  says  it 
was  only  a  trick  to  frighten  us  that  we  were  driven  such  a  roundabout  way.  Let 
me  untie  that  handkerchief. 

Miss  N.  No,  no!  I  shall  be  stabbed'!  Somebody  said  so  !  You  think  to  calm 
me,  but  I  am  not  to  be  deceived.  I  feel  the  damp,  humid  air  of  the  robbers’  strong¬ 
hold  !  Sign,  Rose,  if  there  is  a  pen  an^-skH  But  I  daresay  you  will  be  expected 
to  do  it  in  blood  !  I  believe  it  is  the  custom. 

Rose.  (Aside.)  Oh,  where  is  the  stranger?  He  might  counsel  me. 

Ber.  Why  do  you  hesitate?  You  have  got  to  marry  someone,  you  know.  Si<m  ! 

Rose.  I  cannot ! 

Miss  N.  Do  you  want  ug  all  to  be  killed?  • 

Mr.  W.  Do  you  want  to  lose  your  fortune  ? 

Miss  N.  Are  you  in  love  with  any  man  ? 

Rose.  I  will  sign.  Let  me  do  it  quickly. 

(Mr.  Winter  produces  pen  and  ink.  Rose  hurriedly  signs 
her  name.  Alfred  approaches,  and  writes  his  signature 
beside  it.  Mr.  Winter  lights  the  candles,  and  removes 
the  bandage  from  Miss  Narrowby’s  eyes.  Rose  sinks  on 
a  seat,  and  buries  her  face  in  her  hands.) 

Miss  N.  What  is  this  ?  Is  this  a  trick  ?  We  really  are  in  our  own  room  '  Where 
are  the  rest  of  the  villains  ? 

.  Ber.  (Taking  up  the  paper.)  A  trick,  indeed  !  Look,  Rose  !  Do  you  see  whom  you 
have  promised  to  marry  ? 

Miss  N.  (Snatching  the  paper,  reads.  V  “Alfred  Leicester!”  I  see  it  all !  In¬ 
famous  ! 

(Alfred,  throwing  off  disguise,  kneels  at  Rose’s  side.  She 
screams,  and  falls  into  his  arms.) 

:  Al.  Forgive  me  !  I  loved  you  so  desperately  that  I  could  not  help  trying  to  aave 
you  from  the  fate  you  had  devised.  I  will  keep  my  word  and  leave  you  directly  we 
are  married — unless  you  bid  uie  stay. 

Miss  N.  The  most  shameful  thing  I  ever  heard  of  1 

Mr.  W.  Pray  forgive  us  ! 

Rase.  What  use  is  it  fighting  against  fate  ?  Now  is  ‘  the  engineer,’  indeed  ‘  hoist 
with  her  own  petard  !’  This  has  been  an  unfair  war.  With  regard  to  numbers  we 
were  your  superior,  and  yet  two  men,  two  ‘  inferior  beings,’  have  outwitted  three 
women ! 


Ber.  No,  Rose ;  I  must  confess  it.  For  the  last  half-hour  I  have  been  a  traitor. 

nr-  nr  m  v  i  •*.  •„  .  (Taking  Mr.  Winter's  arm.) 

Miss  N.  Treachery,  deceit,  yillany  everywhere  !  I  have  done  with  you  ! 

Rose.  No;  you  will  relent  in  time.  I  have  never  yet  known  what  it  is  to  feel  so 
happy. ! 


THE  END. 
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AN  ORIGINAL  COMEDY,  WRITTEN  EXPRESSLY  FOR 

DRAWING-ROOM  ACTING. 

BY  J  .  REDDING  WARE. 


Horace. — “I  thiile  i  mat  vesture  to  bear  the  light." 


dra.m:atis  I*  E  RSON^E. 

Mrs.  Holbin  (Who  is  fifty,  though  denying  it). 

Horace  (Her  son,  who  is  twenty-five,  and  says  it).  * 

Cavendish  (Who  is  fifty-four,  and  insists  on  it). 

Adelaide  (His  daughter,  who  is  nineteen,  and  never  thinks  of  her  age) 

Mr.  Clayton  Torr  (Who  is  thirty-five,  and  feels  twenty). 

Mrs.  Clayton  Torr  (Likewise  thirty-five,  and  feels  any  age  you  like  to  name. 
An  invalid). 

Time.— Present.  Place.— Anywhere  in  England. 
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SCENE. — A  jJrawing-room. 

Mrs.  Holbin.  I  quite  agree  with  you,  Mr.  Cavendish.  It  is  very  delightful  to 
have  children  to  care  for,  and  I  know  of  no  misery  deeper  than  to  bo  childless ;  but 
they  are  a  cause  of  anxiety.  Now,  my  Horace,  for  example ! 

Mr.  Cavendish.  And  my  Adelaide  ! 

Mrs.  H.  I  feel  that  had  he  had  the  judicious  government  of  a  father  all  these 
years  it  would  have  been  very  much  better  for  him. 

Mr.  C.  Exactly  my  case,  my  dear  Mrs.  Holbin.  I  have  said  to  myself  at  least  a 
thousand  times — and  I  am  sure  more — -a  father  may  be  an  admirable  father,  but  he 
cannot  be  at  the  same  time  an  admirable  mother. 

Mrs.  H.  Quite  my  impression.  Nature  certainly  does  play  some  strange  gambols. 

I  could  have  comprehended  the  arrangement  if  I  had  been  left  a  widow  with  a 
daughter,  while  you  had  been  stranded  as  a  widower  with  a  son. 

Mr.  C.  Just  so.  Only  you  see  it  war'  d>  ~rently  arranged  by — by  fate.  You  are 
a  widow  with  a  son  ;  I  am  a  widower  wxJlTa  daughter.  It  is  no  use  resisting  facts — 
is  it  ? 

Mrs.  H.  No;  the  question  I  am  asking  myself  at  all  times  (for- 1  have-awoke  in 
the-night  frequently,  and  found  myself  putting  the  inquiry  to  myself)  is  this — have 
I  brought  up  my  Horace  fitly  ?  Can  a  woman  properly  overlook  the  life  of  a  boy? 

Mr.  C.  My  dear  madam,  we  are  as  one.  I  have  asked  myself — certainly  more 
than  nine  hundred  and  ninety-nine  times — h.*ve  T  judieiouely  overseen  the  education.  . 
and  manners  of  Adelaide  ?  In  other  words,  have  I  made  too  much  of  a  man  of  tear?/' 

Mrs.  H.  Quite  my  predicament.  I  frequently  reproach  myself  with  the  doubt  as 
to  whether  or  not  I  have  made  my  poor  Horace  effeminate. 

Mr.  C.  What  a  pity,  my  dear  madam,  we  did  not  meet  long  since,  just  after  you 
were  a  widow. 

Mrs.  H.  Eighteen  years  since. 

Mr.  C.  And  I  have  been  deprived  of  my  wife  two  years  longer  than  you  have  felt 
the  loss  of  your  dear  departed. 

Mrs.  H.  ( Sentimentally .)  Ah  ! 

Mr.  C.  ( More  sentimentally.)  Oh  ! 

Mrs.  H.  I  was  not  bad  looking  when  1+  ;s  young — er. 

Mr.  C.  I  was  of  a  very  pleasant  countenance,  my  dear  madam,  until  I  was 
old — er. 

Mrs.  H.  You  are  not  even  now  altogether  dilapidated,  my  dear  Mr.  Cavendish. 

Mr.  C.  While  I  am  bound  to  say  you  are  a  very  well-preserved  woman. 

Mw.  H.  How  very  close  the  weather  i~  Will  you  open  a  window? 

Mr „  C.  Certainly.  Dear  me,  who  wouh.  believe  that  this  is  the  twenty-fourth  of 
December,  and  that,  in  all  probability,  the  turkey  is  trussed  ! 

-Mrs.-H.  It  is  most  unseasonable  weather.  I  have  known  it  colder  in  August. 

Enter  MRS.  CLAYTON  TORR,  very  rmu  h  wrapped  up  in  shawls  and  comforters 

and  moaning. 

Mrs.  C.  T.  O-o-oh  !  what  dangerous  weather  !  Oh,  how  dreadful ! 

Mrs.  H.  Good  morning,  Mrs.  Torr  !  How  glad  I  am  to  see  you  about. 

Mrs.  C.  T.  O-o-oh  i  what  weather  I  So  uncongenial,  bo  unseasonable,  and  there, 
fore  dangerous  1 
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Mr.  G..  Are  you  no  better,  my  dear  Mrs.  Clayton  TorrP 

Mrs.  G.  T.  O-o-oh  !  I  am  not  any  very  much  better ;  but  1  do  not  think  that  I 
am  altogether  too  very  much  the  worse.  Only  the  dreadful  part  of  it  is  that  there 
is  no  knowing  what  is  the  matter  with  me.  O-o-oh  !  there  lies  the  agony.  I  would 
rather  have  a  fatal  complaint,  and  know  it,  than  live  this  martyrdom.  For  it  is 
too  awful  never  to  know  whether  one  is  quite  well,  or  completely  ready  for  the 
grave!  O-o-oh!  wherever  are  my  Spidaculated  Drops?  I  can’t  tind  ’em.  They 
must  have  jerked  out  of  the  bottle — for  I  have  got  that ;  and  what  is  worse,  I  have 
mislaid  my  Magno-introspective  Pilules.  O-o-oh !  if  I  only  could  be  certain  what 
was  the  matter  with  me  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Poor  martyr  ! 

Mr.  G.  You  bear  it  so  angelically  ! 

Mrs.  G.  T.  I  do — I  do.  I  feel  I  am  a  great  example.  Have  you  seen  Mr.  Clayton 
Torr  about,?  '• 

Mr.  C.  He  has  not  yet  returned. 

Mrs.  G.  T.  Some  day  he  will  be  returned — in  pieces  !  Over  the  hills,  down  in 
mines,  up  in  balloons,  with  a  diving-bell  now  and  then  !  Alway  looking  for  it,  and 
never  finding  it - 

Mr.  G.  Looking  for  what  ? 

Mrs.  G.  T.  (Starting.)  Three  of  my  Spidaculated  Drops  here  in  the  Queen  Eliza¬ 
beth  egg-cup  !  Ha  !  let  me  take  ’em  !  ( She  does.) 

Mrs.  H.  Do  you  feel  better  ? 

Mrs.  G.  T.  Not  yet. 

Mr.  G.  I  hope  you  will.  jr 

Mrs.  G.  T.  Hope  tells  so  many  flattering  tales  !  But  I  must  go.  I  hope  you  are 
enjoying  our  country  air  here  P  For  my  part,  I  believe  it  poison  !  What  weather  ! 
The  ground  ought-to  be  white  with  sev.  re  snow.  Tell  Clayton  when  he  comes  in 
not  to  turn  the  house  out  of  window,  and  not  to  call  upon  me  until  to-morrow 
morning. 

Mrs.  H.  Shall  we  not,  then,  see  you  at  dinner  P 

Mrs.  G.  T.  Horror  !  What !  after  the  absorption  of  three  Spidaculated  Drops  P 
Fatal  ignorance  !  You  will  become  a  victim  some  day,  my  dear  Mi  s.  Holbin  !  No  ; 
after  that,  there  is  nothing  for  it  but  a  vapour  iodide-potass-tart-nux-vomica  bath 
for  seven  hours,  and  two  hours  to  follow  with  horse-hair  gloves  !  Frightful  friction ! 
O-o-oh  !  what  a  martyr  I  am  ! 

Mrs.  H.  and  Mr.  G.  (In  a  tone  of  conviction.)  You  are,  indeed ! 

Mrs.  G.  T.  Yes  ;  and  don’t  I  bear  it  like  a  martyr?  After  I  am  gone,  tell  the 
world  how  brave  I  was,,  and  how  I  bore  goodness  knows  what  complaint  with  stoical 
fortitude.  Good-bye  !  I  hope  we  shall  meet  again.  But  I  must  tear  myself  away, 
for  it  is  time  to  endure  my  Hypogastric  Lotional  Liniment.  O-o-o-oli ! 

(She  goes  out,  wrapping  herself  up  more  than  ever.) 

Mrs.  H.  Poor  woman !  If  she  only  was  a  mother,  she  would  get  rid  of  all  these 
fancies. 

Mr.  G.  Just  so  ;  nothing  like  a  progeny  for  brooming  away  all  selfishness. 

Mrs.  H.  Our  dear  children. 

Mr.  G.  Ah  !  Mrs.  Holbin— if  they  could  but  love.  But  di>»'t  you-  think  -it  is 
colderi, 

Mrs .  H.  MuaL  $  there  will  be  &  change  in  the  weather.  Here  comes  Clayton 
Torr. 

Enter  MR.  CLAYTON  TORR,  carry  mg  a  lump  of  rock,  two  large  fossil  shells , 
a  speckled  dead  cat,  three  old  brambles,  and  a  rose. 

Mr.  G.  T.  Good  day,  both  of  you.  How  have  you  been  getting  on  all  the 
morning?  So  glad  to  have  invited  you  down  here  to  make  each  other’s  acquaint¬ 
ance.  Hope  your  son  and  daughter  will  like  each  other,  and  make  a  match  of  it _ 

and  why  not  you  two,  too?  Have  both  marriages  at  one  altar  and  one  time.  Bo 
married  from  here — do.  It  would  make  quite  a  paragraph  in  my  county  history 
What  splendid  weather  ;  have  been  quite  enjoying  myself.  Have  done  twenty-five 
miles,  and  called  on  seventeen  people. 

Mr».  H.  What  a  lovely  rose  ! 

Mr.  C.  (Pointing  to  the  cat.)  Had  sport,  I  see. 
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.  Mr.  G.  T.  Rose?  Yes,  Mrs.  Holbin,  and  actually  growing  in  the  open  air. 
Wonderful  season!  Delightful.  Smell  it—  do.  Cat? — no,  the  rose.  Animal— no, 
not  sport.  The  fact  is,  found  it  dead — victim  to  a  cart-wheel.  But  look  at  it — do. 
Did  you  ever  see  such  marking?  Skin  and  send  to  Darwin.  No  doubt  he  will  have 
seven  chapters  about  it. 

Mr.  C.  But  what  is  that  lump  of  rock  ? 

Mr.  C.  T.  Lump  of  rock?  Look — do.  It  is  primitive  trap,  and  I  verily  believe  a 
foot-mark,  plain.  Robinson  Crusoe  nothing  to  it.  Shall  send  it  to  the  Geologic 
Museum  in  London.  Perhaps  I  shall  get  knighted.  Bless  me  !  what  a  Lady  Clayton 
Torr  my  unfortunate  wife  will  make.  Have  you  seen  her  to-day  ? 

Mr.  G.  Yes  ;  she  was  on  view  for  a  few  moments.  . 

Mr!  G.  T.  Suffering  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Poor  dear,  a  martyrdom  ;  and  how,  I  believe,  bearing  with  a  bath. 

Mr,  C.  T.  Do  you  know  what’s  the  matter  with  her?  No?  Too  much  health. 

Mr.  C.  But  what  are  those  shells  and  those  bits  of  stick? 

Mr.  C.  T.  The  bits  of  stick,  as  you  call  them,  are  my  secret.  I  think  they  ought 
to  get  me  a  peerage.  Real  science.  As  for  those  two  fossil  shells,  they  are  a  triumph 
of  a  find. 

Mrs.  H.  They  look  very  dirty  ? 

Mr.  C.  And  very  much  like  any  other  fossil  shells. 

Mr.  C.  T.  My  boy,  they  are  turned  the  wrong  way.  Freak  of  nature — like  a 
squint,  you  know,  or  one  eye  blue  and  the  other  nobody  can  tell  what  colour.  Sell 
for  a  thousand  times  what  they  would  fetch  if  they  turned  the  right  way.  Certainly 
I  shall  be  talked  about  at  the  Albemarle  Street.  What  with  my  two 

shells,  my  primitive  trap,  and  my  three  antediluvian  human  teeth - 

Mr.  G.  Ah  !  but  where  are  the  teeth? _ 

Mrs.  H.  Pray  don’t  show  me  the  uglvjAings  ! 

Mr.  G.  T.  Oh,  that  was  my  yesterda/^s  find.  I  put  them  for  the  moment  in  that 
treasure  of  mine  in  old  china,  the  Queen  Elizabeth  egg-cup.  ( Goes  to  egg-cup.)  Ha  ! 
they  are  gone.  My  invaluable  three  antediluvian  human  teeth ! 

Mrs.  H.  (Suddenly  jerking.)  Horror  !  Mrs.  Clayton  Torr  has  taken  them  ! 

Mr.  G.  T.  Bother  the  woman — to  her  room  ? 

Mr.  G.  ( Pointing  to  his  mouth.)  Here  ! — here  ! 

Mr.  G.  T.  Oh,  nonsense,  they  would  not  fit  ;  besides,  she  has  her  dentist. 

Mrs.  H.  ( Shuddering .)  My  dear  Mr.  Clayton  Torr,  bear  the  news  with  as  much 
resignation  as  possible.  She  has  taken  them  down.  We  saw  her  do  it. 

Mr.  G.  Thought  they  were  some  kind  of  medical  acid  drop  she  had  lost.  She  had 
no  difficulty  with  them  whatever. 

Mr.  G.  T.  Good  ;  depend  upon  it  she  has  as  bad  as  swallowed  my  peerage.  Well 
— well ;  it  is  one  consolation  that  she  has  got  something  the  matter  with  her  at  last. 
Indigestion  it  certainly  will  be.  My  three  beautiful  antediluvian  teeth  gone  in  a 
moment !  Well,  what  kind  of  a  day  have  you  had  ? 

Mrs.  H.  We  have  been  deploring  that  my  son  has  no  father  to  guide  him, 
and -  t 

Mr.  G.  My  daughter  no  mother  to  adr.  is*;. 

Mr.  G.  T.  Matrimonially  mix,  and  all  will  be  arranged.  Do  you  think  the  young 
people  will  agree  to  the  altar  ? 

Mrs.  H.  Alas  !  my  son  is  so  smooth  and  elegant  that  I  fear  Miss  Cavendish  must 
despise  him.  How  cold  it  is  turning.  There  will  be  a  change  in  the  weather. 

Mr.  G.  And  I  am  sure  Mr.  Horncecvinpletely  despises  my  dashing  daughter. 
Decidedly  the  weather  is  changing.  I  think  I  will  button  up  my  coat. 

Mr.  G.  T.  Well,  I  am  ready  for  any  -change.  Everything  in  this  world  is  per¬ 
fectly  delightful,  and  equally  exquisite.  I  do  hope  your  young  people  will  make 
one  of  it,  and  you  another,  married  from  here— and  quite  a  paragraph  for  my  county 
history. 

Mrs.  G .  T.  (Off— and  wailingly.)  Oh,  where  are  they  ?  —where  are  they? 

Enter  MRS.  CLAYTON  TORR. 

Mrs.  G.  T  Where  are  they?— where  are  they?  (Looking  about.)  My  Machico- 
Uted  Lozenges — sweet  solaces — where  are  you  ? 

Mr.  G.  T.  Where  are  my  antediluvian  teeth,  woman?  Are  aware,  lost  one. 
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that  you  have  swallowed  three  of  ’em  in  mistake  for  some  of  your  medicated 
messes  ? 

Mrs.  C.  T.  What!  not  my  Spidaculated  Drops?  (Smiling.)  Teeth!  Ha!  I 
5eel  a  gnawing  at  last.  So  there  is  something  wrong  with  me.  Oh  !  never  mind  my 
Machicolat^d  Lozenges  now.  Come,  Clayton — come  and  watch  my  agony  ! 

(Moving  off.) 

Mrs.  H.  and  Mr.  C.  Poor,  poor  martyr  ! 

Mr .  0.  T.  The  best  thing  she  can  do  is  to  mix  everything  and  take  it  continually. 

Mrs.  C.  T.  I  think  I  will — I  do  think  I  will. 

[Exeunt  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Clayton  Torr. 

Mrs.  H.  (In  a  tone  of  conviction.)  Whiu  a  house  ! 

Mr .  C.  Admirable  man — estimable  woman,  no  doubt.  But  as  you  say,  “  What  a 
house !” 

Adelaide.  (Without.)  Tally-ho-ho-ho ! 

Mr.  C.  Here  is  my  adored  tom-boy. 


Enter  ADELAIDE,  in  riding  habit. 

Adelaide.  Good  afternoon,  papa.  Day,  Mrs.  H.  Stunning  run  with  the  hounds. 
Came  up  with  them  at  Blotteringly  Shrubbery.  All  blue.  No  find.  At  last  broke 
<  over,  and  away  we  went  due  no.th,  round  by  Deadman’s  Land,  and  over  the  stone 
hedges.  Bad  spills  ;  one  woman  a  cropper,  that  I  should  say  will  last  her  a  month 
well.  Bad  bit  of  water  ;  old  Squire  Bramble  tasted  it.  Did  it  on  his  head.  Beast 
went  to  cover  again,  and  not  even  a  cat  to  comfort  ourselves  with.  Had  lunch — 
don’t  know  where.  “Hi!”  says  the  old  fellow;  “  will  you  feed  P”  “Won’t  I?” 
says  I;  and  I  put  myself  outside  two  deC\itish  platefuls  of  not  bad  pie.  G  *od 
sherry,  loo,  papa,  I  can  tell  you.  JDoocn*  good  sherry  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Hus-s-s-sh,  my  dear  ! 

Adelaide.  Anybody  asleep?  Sorry,  I  am  sure.  But  it  was  doocid  good  sherry  ! 

Mr.  C.  Oh,  misery — misery— misery  and  shame! 

Adelaide.  What’s  the  shame,  and  where’s  the  misery,  papa?  Hanged  if  I  can  see 
either.  And  so  I  have  had  a  highly  jolly  day,  and  feel  spanking. 

Mrs.  H.  Hus-s-s-sb,  my  dear  ! 

Adelaide.  What,  somebody  else  asleep  ? 

Mr.  C.  Oh,  agony — torture  —  rack — thumbscrew — scavenger’s  daughter — and 
gout ! 

Adelaide.  All  at  once,  papa  !  What  a  dose  ! 

Mr.  C.  Not  such  a  dose  as  you  are,  darling. 

Mrs.  H.  Dear  girl ;  but  why  not  tone  yourself  down  a  shade  or  two  ? 

Adelaide.  Dear  me  !  Am  I  a  bit  fast  ?  I  had  no  idea  of  it. 

Horace.  (Without,  and  singing.)  Take  back  the  heart  that  thou  gavest— what  is 
my— my— -Bother  the  song,  how  does  it  go?  What  is  my  anguish  to  thee?  Take 
back  take  back  the  hum — hum — you  promised — leaving  the — hum — hum — io  me. 


Enter  HORACE,  wearing  mittens,  bike  spectacles,  galoches,  a  comforter  and 

carrying  a  booh. 


Admirable  Mr.  Cavendish,  I  salute 


Horace.  Dearest  mamma,  good  afternoon  ! 
you,  I  do  ! 

Mrs.  H.  (Low  to  Mr.  C.)  You  see  he  started  as  he  saw  her.  Pity— pitv— nitv  5 
Mr.  C.  (Low  to  Mrs.  H.)  He  did,  and  she  jerked.  Sorrow — sorrow — sorrow'1 
Mrs.  H.  Will  they  ever  love? 

Mr.  C.  If  they  do,  it  will  be  another  queer  house  established. 

Mrs.  C.  T  (Without.)  Parkins,  Parkins,  be  quick  with  the  Isoscelated  Soan » 
Bring  three  hot  Comminuted  Towels,  and  do  not  forget  the  Damped  Dessicated 
Bran  .  Quick  !  or  who  knows  what  the  consequences  may  not  be  ! 

Mrs.  H.  Poor  Parkins  ! 

Mr.  C.  I  wonder  what  Parkins  does  when  she  gets  a  holiday  ? 

^.H.Perhaps  she  doctors  herself.  But  let  us  steal  away,*  a-ad  leave  the  vomW 
people  to  themselves.  Perhaps  they  will  smile  at  last.  J  G  l“e  y  g 

Mr.  C.  Yes  ;  let  us  steal  away.  How  vejjy-oold  it  has  ttvrned  ) 


[Exit  Mrs.  Holbir  and  Mr.'CavndbK. 
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Horace.  ( Removing  his  Spectacles.)  I  think  I  may  venture  to  bear  the  light. 
)fiings.)  “  Take  back  the  heart  that  thou  ga - ” 

Adelaide.  (Singing,  and  beating  her  riding  habit  with  her  riding  whip.)  “  With 
a  yo-ho-tantivy — tantivy — tantivy — tantivy  !” 

Horace.  (Singing.)  “ — vest;  what  is  my  ang - ” 

Adelaide.  “Tantivy — tantivy — tantivy  !” 

Horace.  (Singing.)  “ — uish  to  me?  Take  back  the — the — hum — hum - ” 

Adelaide.  (Singing.)  “  Hark  and  away,  as  breaks  the  day — tantivy — tantivy — 
tantivy!’' 

Horace.  “Leaving  the — hum — hum — to  me-e-e*e-e.”  (Speaks.)  Beautiful  song, 
to  be  sure.  So  touching.  I  think  I  may  venture  to  take  off  my  comforter.  There  ! 
Now,  as  to  galocbes.  A  very  delicate  question  is  galoches.  Miss  Cavendish,  will 
you  allow  me  to  take  off  my  galoches  in  your  presence  ? 

Adelaide.  Take  off  anything — take  off  anything.  Been  reading  ? 

Horace.  The  divine  works  of  Doctor  Tupper.  Do  you  ever  indulge  in  Tupper? 

Adelaide.  Never/  A  treat  to  come.  Is  he  very  spicy  ? 

Horace.  I  will  take  a  proverbial  at  random.  (Opens  book ,  and  reads.)  “  He  who 
sitteth  himself  upon  a  thistle  raiseth  himself  quicklier.’’  How  very  true. 

Adelaide.  Most.  I  suppose,  as  it  is  growing  colder,  you  will  keep  on  your 
mittens  ? 

Horace.  Dearest  mamma  insists.  Indeed,  dearest  mamma  insists  a  good  deal.  It 
is  getting  colder. 

Adelaide.  Well,  my  papa  is  not  bad  at  insisting. 

Horace.  You  have  been  riding,  Miss  Adelaide,  I  believe? 

Adelaide.  Yes,  Mr.  Horace.  I  hope  you  do  not  find  anything  too  awfully 
improper  in  a  saddle  ?  >— - 

Horace.  Dearest  mamma  would  never  allow  me  to  ride — except  a  donkey,  and 
then  she  superintended.  This  beast  of  a  galoche  won’t  come  off. 

Adelaide.  Let  me  help. 

Horace.  Oh  !  I  couldn’t  let - - 

Adelaide.  High  bosh !  Keep  your  leg  out — one,  two,  three !  There  you  are, 
you  see.  Now  the  other ;  keep  your  leg  out — one,  two,  three  !  There  you  are 
again !  Now,  we  will  just  kick  ’em  into  a  corner,  and  one  poor  heart  will  be  at 
rest. 

Horace.  I  hate  galoches,  Miss  Adelaide,  but  dearest  mamma  insists.  In  fact,  I 
admit,  once  more,  that  she  does  insist  a  very  great  deal. 

Adelaide.  Papa  has  his  way  considerably. 

Horace.  I  think  I’ll  take  these  beastly  mittens  off.  The  fact  is,  I  hate  being 
muffled  up — only  dearest  mamma  does  so  insist. 

Adelaide.  You  see,  you  should  have  been  a  daughter,  and  I  am  sure  I  ought  to 
have  been  a  son.  Pap,  in  fact,  has  brought  me  up  as  though  I  were  a  boy,  and  now 
I  do  believe  that  he  is  ashamed  of  me.  How  can  I  help  it,  if  my  first  present  was  a 
pony,  and  my  second  a  riding  habit  ?  Pap  made  me  row  him  before  I  was  ten,  and  I 
can  swim  like  a  duck,  although  I  don’t  mind  admitting  that  I  am  still  a  little  bit 
afraid  of  the  water. 

Horace.  How  lucky  you  have  been  ! 

(The  snow  begins  to  fall,  and  is  seen  through  the 
windows.) 

Adelaide.  Well,  that  depends  as  to  how  you  look  at  it.  All  I  know  is,  that  I 
upset  the  women  awfully,  and  they  look  upon  me  as  quite  a  lost  sheep. 

Horace.  Ha !  it  is  the  men  I  cannot  get  on  with.  They  laugh  at  me,  but  not  so 
much  as  they  did  before  I  knocked  Tom  Huff  down. 

Adelaide.  (Excitedly.)  Is  it  possible  ?  Did  you  really  knock  down  a  real  man  ? 

Horace.  I  was  forced  to,  you  see  ;  but,  I  was  ashamed  of  it,  though  it  has  always 
been  a  comfort  to  me  that  Tom  Huft  was  bigger  than  myself.  I  apologized 
immediately  ;  but,  you  see,  he  went  down  all  the  same. 

Adelaide.  Is  it  possible  ?  Knocked  down  a  real  man  ! 

Horace.  Why,  Miss  Cavendish,  you  are  talking  like  a  woman. 

Adelaide.  And  you — you  are  talking  just  like  a  proper,  real  man.  So  you 
tumbled  the  gentleman  over  ?  Why  ?  Do  tell  me  all  about  it. 

Horace.  Oh,  there  is  nothing  to  tell  l  There  was  a  bet  that  Tom  would  pull  my 
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nose,  and  that  !  would  put  up  with  it.  Only,  somehow,  when  it  came  to  the  push, 

I  did  NOT  put  up  with  it.  Indeed,  Tom  hurt  his  baek  dreadfully. 

Adelaide.  No,  no ;  you  hurt  his  back. 

Horace .  Do  not  reproach  me,  Miss  Cavendish.  I  am  aware  that  it  was  the  act  of 
a  brute. 

Adelaide.  Reproach  you !  The  act  of  a  brute  !  It  was  noble  !  You  see,  with 
your  blue  spectacles,  and  your  mittens,  and  your  galoches,  you  do  not  look  like  a 
Hercules. 

Horace „  Dearest  mamma  !  She  will  so  much  insist. 

Adelaide .  Like  papa !  I  am  sure  I  would  often  sooner  be  at  home,  puddling 
about,  than  streaming  all  over  the  country.  But  I  am  papa’s;  and,  of  course, 
every  man  has  a  right  to  do  as  he  likes  with  his  own.  (€hoe  mj>i)  - is 
knowing.. 

dfvrttee.  (Gom  ^p^-So-it-hu-How  delightful ! 

Mrs .  C.  T.  (#f.)  Parkins,  tell  the  cook  carefully  to  mix  the  isinglass,  and 
Robert  skim  gelatine— with  the  double  essence  of  compressed  beef,  simmer  for  a 
week,  and  then  come  up  for  further  orders. 

Voice .  (Sharply.)  Yessem! 

Adelaide.  (Gaming  down.)  How  I  do  love  the  snow  ! 

Horace.  So  do  I.  Shall  I  tell  you  something?  In  spite  of  dearest  mamma,  I  am 
awfully  fond  of  riding  and  driving,  and,  above  all,  sleighing.  Have  you  ever  been 
in  a  sledge  ? 

Adelaide.  No.  Is  it  jolly  ? 

Horace.  Stunning!  You  shoot  over  the  snow  like  lightning  !  And,  in  spite  of 
dearest  mamma,  I  have  a  sledge — a  beauty — I  bought  of  a  Russian  gentleman. 

Adelaide.  How  I  should  like  to  see  it !  How  the  snow  is  peppering  down  ! 

Horace .  It  is  net  far  away.  I  had  it  brought  down  here  secretly,  and— and  I 
have  been  waiting  few  that-  bene tly-soi tv. weather  to  give  over,  and  for  the  snow  to 
f*tly4»“Wder*to  have  a  spin.  My  Canadian  horse  can  go  over  the  snow  sixteen  an 
hour.. 

Adelaide.  Isn’t  it  dangerous  ? 

Horace.  No!  surely  you  don’t  think  of  danger? 

Adelaide .  Ido.  I’m  always  half  afraid  in  the  saddle.  I  think  I  was  born  to  be 
quite  a  home-bird,  only,  somehow,  papa  has  made  a  lot  of  mistakes.  No,  I  am  not 
as  brave  as  I  look  and  talk,  Horace  Holbin. 

Horace..  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  I  hate  a  regular  rattling  woman.  Mind,  I  like  her  a 
bit  plucky,  but  not  all  pluck. 

Adelaide.  Quite  so.  For  instance,  I  should  not  be  afraid  of  your  splendid 
sledge. 

Horace.  (Looking  through  window.)  Htjw  it'tS"  peppering  'down  !  Another 
aaianteirof  i»,  and  the  sledge- would  go  like  lightning.  And  I’ve  had  my  Canadian 
horse  roughed  in  readiness.  No  ;  I  am  not  altogether  the  cad  I  look. 

Adelaide.  No.  Think  of  Tom  Huff !  And  do  you  like  Doctor  Tupper’s 
works  ?  ..i 

Horace .  Hate  ’em  ! 

Adelaide.  Then  why  quote  ? 

Horace .  Dearest  mamma  !  Favourite  poet. 

Adelaide.  And  the  galoches  ? 

Horace.  Dearest  mamma ! 

Adelaide.  And  the  spectacles,  and  the  mittens  ? 

Horace.  Dearest  mamma ! 

Adelaide.  Oh,  delightful !  Pray  shake  hands  !  Do  iet  me  apologize  for  supposing 
that  yon  were  a  milksop  ! 

Horace.  And  I  am  sure  I  beg  yours  for  assuming  you  were  a  mere  stable  party  ! 

Adelaide.  Don’t  tell  pap— but  I  can  knit  stockings —silk  stockings. 

Horace.  J  am  ravished  with  delight ! 

Adelaide.  Then,  as  a  peace-offering,  I  will  knit  you  a  pair,  and  begin  this  very 
evening,  the  moment  papa’s  eyes  are  off  me. 

Horace..  Shake  hands  again  !  And  how  I  do  wish  you  would  have  a  spin  with  me 

tn  my  sledge ! 

Adelaide.  You  promise  to  take  care  of  me? 
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Consider  it  a 


bargain. 


Dear  in*, 


(. Horace  and  Adelaide  laugh.) 

(A  jingling  of  bells  is  heard.) 
brought  it  round,  and  he  is  waiting 


Horace.  On  the  honour  of  a  man  ! 

Adelaide.  Oh,  I  cannot  resist  that  promise ! 

, ,  .  bow  it  is  snowing  ! 

Koy  Mrs.  C.  T.  Parkins  ! 

Voice.  Yessem  ! 

Mrs.  C.  T.  Why-will  you  "hoop  o«t-ef  my  roomf  Tell  cook  to  make  me  a  hygienic 
pancake,  now-4ha  enow  19  falling,  and  to  be  sure  and  use  plenty  of  Anti-dyspeptic 
Pepper. 

Voice.  Yessem  ! 

Horace.  Do  shake  hands,  Miss  Cavendish 
Adelaide.  With  great  pleasure,  Mr.  Holbin 
Horace.  There  is  my  sledge  !  My  mkn  has 
for  me.  It-yon  -were  not  here,--!  should  not  be  able  to  resist. 

Adrel&ide.  De-  not  resist. 


_ ; _  ? 

Adelaide.  Oh,  I’m  coming,  too!  f*-tiever  break  my  wovdi  I  am  sufficiently 
brave  to  keep  any  promise  I  may  happen  to  make.  Ha  !  here  is  your  dearest 
mamma’s  jacket.  That  will  do  for  me.  Help  me.  (She  puts  on  jacket,  helped  by 
Horace.)  I  can’t  go  in  my  hunting  chimney-pot,  can  IP  Here  is  papa’s  smoking 
cap !  Help  me  put  it  on  at  a  proper  angle.'  ( Horace  sets  the  cap  on  her  head,  and 
coquettishly .)  Do  I  look  well  in  it  ? 

Horace.  Just  fit  for  a  sledge  ! 

Adelaide..  And  you  P  Ha  !  here  is  Mr.  Clayton  Torr’s  plaid  shawl.  Oh,  I  know 
how  to  put  it  on  in  the  Scotch  fashion.  Let  me  do  it.  (She  puts  plaid  on  Horace 
after  the  Scotch,  fashion.)  Oh  !  I  have  trodden  on  the  blue  spectacles  ! 

Horace.  Never  mind.  I  hate  ’em  !  ( Kicks  the  volume  of  Tupper.)  There  goes 

Tupper  into  a  corner.  By  Jove  !  you  do  knoK  how  to  put  on  a  plaid.  Where’s  my 
Glengarry?  Ha!  here  ha-my  -pocket.  There!  it  is  on.  There  are  fur  gloves  and 
rugs  in  the  sledge.  You  look  capital,  Adelaide  Cavendish — just  fit  for  a  sledge ! 

Adelaide.  Do  I,  Horace  Holbin  ?  I  am  sure  you  look  stunning  ! 

Horace.  There  !  do  you  hear  the  bells  again?  Quick,  quick  !  or  dearest  mamma 
may  drop  down  on  us  !  / 1 

Adelaide.  Horror  !  Quick,  quick  !  Oh,  this  delicious  sneerd 

Horace.  Exquisite  !  Hurry  up  ! — hurry  up  ! 

[ They  exeunt  running,  and  through  the  snow. 

(The  bells  are  heard  again,  and  gradually  fade  in  the 
distance.  Pause.) 

Parkins ! 


Mrs :  C.  T. 

Voice.  Yessem ! 

Mrs.  G.  T.  (Off.)  Bring  me  my  Koumiss  seethed  in  the  real  Athol  Brose. 

Voice.  Yessem ! 

Mrs.  C.  T.  (Off.)  Also  bring  me  my  Electrical  Brush  and  my  Magnetical  Comb, 
and  dreSs  my  hair  until  dinner  time.  And  mind  I  have  plenty  of  saffron  with  my 
/hicken.  Simmer  carefully. 

Voice.  Yessem  ! 


Enter  ME.  CAVENDISH. 

Mr.  C,  I  think  it  ought  to  be  done — I  do  indeed  think  that  it  ought  to  b© 
achieved.  (He  goes  to  the  glass.)  Dear  mo!  (He  starts.)  The  very  determination 
o»  my  part  that  it  ought  to  be  effected  ha9  made  me  appear  older  by  six  years.  Let 
me  see: — I  insist  upon  it  that  I  am  fifty-four,  but  smile  when  people  say  that  1  am 
not-a-4ay-more  than  forty-five.  Nor  do  I  look  more  than  forty-six — as  a  rule.  Bui 
this  -determination  on  my  part  makes  me  look  six  years  older — forty-six  and  six 
make  fi£ty*iwo--fi£ty-tw<r  from  fifty-four  leave  a  couple.  Ah!  then  the  sum  is 
simple-enough-.  I  look  just  two  years  younger  than  I  am.  Suppose  I  rub  my  lips  a 
bit,  it  may  make  them  look  redder.  (He  does  so.)  Ha  !  improvemenj^very  evident. 
(Ho  turno  from -glass-  and  takes  seat  on  sofa.)  Lkhall-be  very  sure-to,’ marry  again. 
The  house  will  be  routed  inside  out.  I  shall  probably  have  to  smoke  in  the  stables, 
and  no  dog  will  be  allowed  over  the  threshold.  But  what  is  to  be  done?  I  sbali 
not  be  the  only  father  who  has  sacrificed  himself  on  the  alteration  of  a  widow  intc 
a  wife.  It  must  be  done,  or  I  shall  have  Adelaide  running  off  with  a  splay -foo'te© 
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groom,  or-bestowin^  her  hand  and  fortune  on  a  bow-legged  vet.  Heigho  !  if  I  had 
only  possessed  a  son  instead  of  a  daughter,  how  very  happy  I  should  have  been  as  a 
widower  !  ( Looking  left.)  Here  she  comes !  and  she  quite  means  it,  for  she  has 

hoisted  three  red  oameiias  into  her  wiggery. 

-<// 

Enter  MRS.  HOLBIN  (l). 

Mrs.  H.  (To  herself.)  He  has  curled  his  hair.  Strange  probable  current  of 
sympathetic  sacrifice  between*-**.  He  does  not  see  me.  He  has  taken  up  a  book — 
“Ovid’s  Art  of  Love.’’  I  recognise  the  binding,  ht— ie-Homoo’.s  ■■  dear  boy.-  -Bo 
devoteA  to-improving-his-  mind  with  solid  and  severe  Latin;-  Never  will  let  me  even 
see  a  translation.  Makes  him  sigh  with  learning.  Ha  !  the  captain — for  he  is  a 
captain,  if  only  of  militia — has  sighed  tCo  !  Now  I  wonder  whether  that  is  due  to 
Ovid  or  hesitation  ?  I  must  encourage  him — not  for  my  sake.  No — no — no — no — 
no  !  I  shall  regret  much  to  give  up  my  liberty.  Law- perfectly  certain  my  white 
Angora  eat  would  never  be  allowed  on  the  counterpane,  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
I  shall  have  to  give  up  my  tame  white  rat  in  the  drawing-room.  But  Horace — 
I  must  think  of  Horace.  They  are  beginning  to  call  him  Miss  Horatia,  and  if  once 
the  dear  tenderling  hears  this  calumny — for  calumny  it  is — he  might  take  to  hysteria, 
he  is  so  delicate.  And  I  dare  say  the  captain  smokes  like  a  navigator.  Hie  ■  boots, 
too y  creak  -enough  to -reduce  a.  high-minded  woman  to  complete  -despair.  Bnt-it- 
be  done.  Horace  must  be  stirred  up,  and  in  return  I  will  do  my  best  with 
that  volcano  of  a  girl.  If  she  throws  me  out  of  window,  or  scares  me  to  death  with 
her  riding-whip,  why  I  shall  go  down  with  the  comfortable  conviction  that  Horace’s 
guardian  will  be  a  man.  But  why  does  lie  not  speak  ?  (Looks  at  him.)  Certainly 
Ovid  must  be  interesting.  Hem !  (C.  takes  no  notice.)  Hem  !  (C.  stoojps  his  head 
over  the  book.)  Ho  !  (She  flings  ou$Z~&  chair.) 

(C.  throws  the  book  over  his  head.) 

Mr.  C.  Mrs.  Holbin,  are  you  hurt  ? 

Mrs.  H.  No,  Mr.  Cavendish,  it  is  all  nerves.  I  do  so  worry  about  that  boy  of 
mine. 

Mr.  C.  Ha  !  where  is  he  now  ? 

Mrs.  H.  L-bswcc-  sot  mad©  any  inquiry,  and  I  am  very  criminal  not  to  have 
inquired  4  but  I  always  order  him  to  lie  on  his  back  on  the  bare  boards  for  one  hour 
after  a  walk,  in  order  to  give  tone  to  the  system.  And  your  dear  daughter,  where 
is  she  ?  Oh  ' 

Mr.  C.  (Shrugging  his  shoulders.)  Seeing  -the  weather,  I  have  no  doubt  that  she 
is  amongst  the  horses,  deep  in  a  snow-balling  match  with  all  the  stable  boys  on  the 
premises. 

Mrs.  H.  Poor  dear  friend,  how  I  wish  I  could  console  you. 

(She  sits  down  on  sofa.  They  turn  their  heads  away  from 
each  other,  but  each  stretches  a  hand,  and  after  bobbing 
about  the  hands  meet  and  wring  each  other.) 

Mrs.  U.  Dear  sacrificial  one  ! 

Mr.  C.  Sweet  suffering  angel !  r 

(Each  feels  with  the  free  hand  for  a  pocket-handkerchief . 
Neither  can  find  it.) 

Mrs.  C.  T.  (Off.)  Parkins,  am  I  to  be  killed  like  a  martyr  of  the  middle  ages?  It 
is  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  minute  past  the  time  when  I  am  embrocated  between  the 
shoulder  blades  with  my  Oxygenated  Viscidized  Tar  Soap,  which  I  havp  hppn 
frothing  for  the  last  fifty  seconds.  Come  directly  ! 

Voice.  Yessem ! 

fcZ-  Mr.  Jfr  (Finding  his  pocket-handkerchief.)  At  last !  (He  wipes  his  eyes.)  Trvimr 
moment!  b 

Mrs.  H.  (Finding  her  pocket-handkerchief .)  I  thought  X. could  not  have  been  so 
blind  as  to  leave  it  up-st.iirs,  kndfcwmg  I  should  want  it  when  he  offered,  and  I  went 
Ha !  what  is  going  to  happen  ?  1  ' 

Mr.  C.  You  will  excuse  a  tear? 

(He  turns  and  faces  Mrs.  H.  They  keep  their  hands  clasped  ) 

Mrs .  H.  Pardon  a  tear?  I  would  welcome  a  dozen.  ' 

Mr.  C.  Suffering  creates  pity  and  sympathy. 

Mrs.  H.  It  does,  indeed,  my  very  dear  sir. 


16  the  snow  helped. 

Mr.  C.  Here  goes-Mrs.  Holbin,  as  far  as  my  heart  can  be  in  my  mouth,  it  w  »• 
“E‘:  my  dear  sir,  is  according  to  circumstances,  of 

"  Kr  OAsUk^nu  "  So^ctear -headed.  My  dear  madam  may  the  c 
eideration  for  my  misguided  daughter  plead  for  me.  Mrs.  Holbm,  I  make  you  the 
offer  of - 

Mrs  H  Dearme^  Mrs.  Clayton  Torr,  I  should  say.  T 

Mr  (^Precisely ;  perhaps  it  is  a  mere  symptom,  and  as  we  are  only  visitor*,  1 

r^r No  interference  possible  with  family 

arrangements.  Yon  were  about  to  say  ?  _ 

xf_  n  Mv  daiurhter.  You  know  my  love  ror  her,  ana 

xr  °  jj  gtoD  Cavendish  ;  before  you  proceed  further,  may  I  venture  to  urge 
th^  ^f sacrifice  you  could  make  for  your  daughter  would  be  equalled  by  me  m  She 
o? selLinflicted  torture  in  relation  to  the  benefit  of  my  son.  Pray  proceed  ;  but 

youwill  a^oodTd'ea.  ( As^cbTld  you  shut  your  eyes  when  you  take 

~}T.  *  ^  wKviinf  close  vour  evelids  when  about  to  take  a  wife?  (He  shuts  his 
^rDThJhlX^rJl"»  Mrs.  Holbin,  if  my  hand  tagbtattjt  not 
S  cowardice,  but  honourable  emotion.  Mrs.  Holbm,  I  make  you  the  offer  of - 

Mr*.  G.  T.  (Scream*  off.^  CavendUe  ■  ltld  Mrs.  Holbin  leap  from  the  sofa, 

separate ,  and  (pen  their  eyes.) 

Mrs.  H.  This  is,  indeed,  top  much.  ^ 

Mrs  ^H^lfoj  Mrs °Clayton  Torr’s  littie'remarks.  You  were  about  to  Bay  > 

Mr C  '(Losirwhis  temper.)  Upon  my  word,  my  good  woman,  I  hardly  know  what 
T  ™  «Sni1o  m  ■  but  I  beg  to  remark  at  once  that  my  daughter  is  such  a  nuisance 
JhaU  Ihould “So  pack  her  up  in  a  nunnery,  if  it  was  possible,  and  leave  her  there 

mMrt’Hi(MMayiv.g  her  good  humour.)  And  as  for  my  unfortunate  son,  who  i» 
disarranging  all  my  plans,  I  I  I  I 

^;.VZdiaseeeno  causeUfor  differing  from  *4? observation.  yaujaay-ax  may 

not-hav*-madev 

Enter  MR.  CLAYTON  TORR,  carrying  a  large  lump  of  coal ,  a  huge  carrot, 

an  old  cup,  and  a  ragged  mat. 

Mr.p.  T  Hullo  are  ^/^Sl^Sefhlre.  X’e  ‘lrt  the  SentT“meu 
S^Tthat  Zt  fs  a  fossil  Hg-leaf,  and  the  origin  of  post-diluvian  vegetation  is 
thrown  back  seventy -five  millions  of  year* 

Mr  C.'  T.  ^(Talcing  no  notice  of  screams .)  Very  startling  is  it  not?  Not  a  your 
less  my  dear  friends.  As  for  this  carrot,  it  speaks  for  itself. 

Mrs.  C.  T.  (Screams  off.) 

Mr  O  T  Such  are  the  freaks  of  nature. 

Mr.  o.  j.,  out,  Holhin  a  id  Mr  Qavmdish  look  L.,  and  show 

Hut  to  turn  to  art,  my  dear  fne^Z' Actually  found  this  valuable  porccl.un  on  a 

uilf  in  the  coal-hole,  undoubted  pap-pot  of  King  William  m  M;itj,  Worth  a 
£t  of  money.  And  now  look  at  this  treasure  of  a  mat.  Beal  Teheran-Persian- 
?'tch0“  More  beautiful  colour  got  by  age,  never  witnessed 

first  cnop  .  ah  (Mrs.  Clayton  Torr  screams  off.) 

Worth  endless  study.  And  where  do  you  think ^  Uudly  ) 

r  am  not  ashamed  to  tell  you -  (Mrs.  Clayton  Torr  screams  again.) 

Mrs  H  Mr.  Clayton  Torr,  have  you  no  ears  ? 

Mr.  C.  (Aside.)  Either  no  ears,  or  else  very  long  ones. 
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Mr.  C.  T.  Ears?  Yes.  What  then?  . 

Mrs.  H.  (Pointing  left.)  Your  wife  is  screaming  like--  ■  B  ofr 

vitality,  and  Bhe  is  preserved.  Screaming  is  her  chief  e*eicl®®:  „  T7  >_^  r»n 

J  (Mrs.  Clayton  Torr  screams  off,  addvng,  Ma  no  no.  » 

You  see  the  cure  is  going  on  perfectly.  ^ 

Mr  0  T  v£?  StoeBtinrh‘' H^bo-ho  !”  is  new-decidedl,  new 

Mr.  0.  J.  Very  interesting.  (Mr>  and  Mrs.C.  approach  each  other.) 

Mrs  H  and  Mr  C.  ( Low  to  each  other.)  Depend  upon  it,  an  asylum ! 

Mrs.  C.  T  (Off.)  Oh,  oh !  Help !  Clayton,  Clayton !  The  Electro-Biologo 

Hair-Irritator !  All  my  locks  standing  on  end,  as  though ^  'fretful 

Mr  C.  T.  (Starting.)  How  very  interesting!  Sh»  ,maak,-iook 
porcupine.  My  dear  ?rieude,  come-come !  It  will  be  a  perfect  treat.  Come- 

come  '  [He  exits,  L. ,  running. 

Mr*.  H.  and  Mr.  C.  (Low  to  each  other.)  Quite 

(The  tinkling  of  the  sledge-hell  is  heard  in  the  distance 
and  becomes  louder  and  louder.  Then  it  suddenly 

[The  voices  of  Adelaide  and  Horace  are  heard  svngmg  tine 
first  bars  of  Mendelssohn's  duet ,  I  woula  that  m\j 

love.”)  ■  >■  u  /  o;  (  ■ 

Enter  ADELAij  »E  and  HORACE. 

Adelaide  (Seating  herself.)  Ho  !  what  a  delightful  drive  we  have  'been  having  ! 
Aaeiaxae.  yaewwim  j  >  speaks  in  a  womanly;  voice.) 

Horace  (In  a  manly  voice.)  I  am  sure  I  am  very  glad  you  have  enjoyed  it. 
Adelaide .  You  see,  I  marked  you  keep  your  eyes  so  well  on  the  horse,  that  I  as 
not  in  the  least  afraid.  And  I  am  so  happy  !  I  am  only  afraid  of  one  thing. 

Horace.  And  what  is  that,  Addy  ? 

Adelaide.  I  shall  be  afraid  to  speak  to  my  father. 

Horace .  Shall  I  speak  for  you  ?  . 

Adelaide.  I  wish  you  would,  Horace.  .,  .  ..  _ * 

Horace.  (Coolly.)  All  right.  You  and  I  have  agreed  upon  it,  ana  if  they  make 

anv  objection— why  we  had  better  bolt,  you  know. 

I delaid*.  (Meekly.)  Bolt  ?  (After  a  pause.)  Ha  1-that  would  be.  run  away  r 

Horace.  What  a  clear  head  you  have,  Addy  !  ,  .  T 

A  delaide.  Have  I  ?  But  you  won’t  expect  me  to  he  m  the  saddle  much  r  I  never 

did  like  horses. 

Horace.  You  shall  do  just  as  you  like. 

Adelaide.  But  I  will  go  out  driving  v.ith  you  whenever  you  will  let  me.  for 

think  you  are  the  coollest  whip  I  ever  knew. 

Horace .  You  see,  you  are  timid  by  nature,  and  you  exaggerate  matters. 

manage  the  old  people. 

Adelaide.  We  shall  be  so  happy— so  very  happy  ! 

Horace.  Ha!  I’ll  see  to  that ! 

Mr  C  T  (Without.)  Nothing  could  be  more  remarkable— quite  a  paragraph  fee 
my  country  history,  hair  standing  out  from  her  poor  head  like  a  mop. 

Enter ,  l.,  MR.  CLAYTON  TORR,  MR.  CAVENDISH,  and  MRS.  H0LB1N.. 

(Horace  looks  at  them,  and  puts  his  arm  round  Adelaide's 
waist. 

M™'  a  (iaittytoii  2S©  Oh^that  fast,  slangy  girl  of  mine  !  She  has  made 
him  make  a  fool  of  himself  !  _  .  . , 

Mr.  C.  T.  Phenomenal!— completely  phenomenal! 

'  (Mrs.  C.  T.  hiccoughs  off..) 

Horace.  Oh,  bother,  mother !  Adelaide  and  I  are  to  be  married,  and  1  dots  1 
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mean  to  wear  any  more  galoches,  and  we  have  been  out  in  my  sledge,  had  a  clipping 
ride,  and  been  to  the  next  town,  where  wo  bought  something. 

Mr.  C.  (Low.)  Adelaide  has  bitten  him,  evidently.  (Aloud.)  Girl,  behave  yonrse.. 
— come  away  ! 

Adelaide.  (Meekly.)  If  you  please,  papa,  a  woman  must  obey  her  husband,  and 
Horace  has  ordered  me  to  stay  here.  (Mrs.  Clayton  Torr  hiccouqhs  off 

Mr.  C.  T.  Most  phenomenal ! 

Mrs.  H.  But — but — but - 

Horace.  (Showing  his  mother  a  ring  on  Adelaide’s  finger.)  See  !  that  is  what  we 
bought  in  the  next  town — an  engagement  ring ! 

Mr.  C.  But — but — but — how? 

Adelaide.  The  Snow  Helped,  papa.' 

Horace.  Yes  ;  it  was  cold  in  the  sledge,  and  we  snuggled  close  for  warmth. 

r.  ,r  ,  •  .  (Mrs.  Clayton  Torr,  off,  sneezes.) 

Mr.  0.  T.  (Looking  at  Adelaide  and  Horace.)  Incredible  ! 

(Mrs.  H.  and  Mr.  C.  go  up  and  meet.) 

Mrs.  H.  Consider  all  our  last  conversation  as  never  spoken.  I  wish  to  remain 
free. 

.  Mr.  C.  Mrs.  Helbin,  thank  you.  Shake  hands.  I  have  no  desire  to  lose  my 
liberty.  (They  come  down.) 

Horace.  My  wife  ! 

Adelaide.  My  husband  1 

Mr.  Q.  T.  What  a  tableau  !  (Rushes  L.)  My  dear,  my  dear,  come  out !  Do 
your  eyes  good  !  Horace  and  Adelaide  art  embracing  before  our  very  eyes,  and  say 
they  are  going  to  marry.  Come — come  and  bless  them  ! 

Mrs.  Clayton  Torr.  I  can’t— I  can’t,  or  I^yvould.  But  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  and  my  Bromided-Bichromatie  Batjjd  buobley-ubbley,  bless  ’em— bless  ’em— 
bless  ’em  t 

Ta.BL.EAU  AN ij  CUKTAIN. 
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376  Dombey  and  Son 

376  Wardock  Kennilson 

377  Night  and  morning 

378  Lucretia  Borgia 

379  Ernest  Maltravers 
onq  /Dancing  Barber 

V  Turning  the  Tables 

381  Poor  of  New  York 

382  St.  Mary’s  Eve 

383  Secrets  worth  Knowing 
S84  Carpenter  of  Rouen 
386  Ivanhoe 

386  Ladies’  club 
qo-  /  Hercules 

V  Bears  not  Beasts 

388  Bleak  House 

389  Colleen  Bawn 

390  The  Shaughraun 

391  The  Octoroon 

392  Sixteen  String  Jack 

393  Bamaby  Budge 

394  Cricket  on  the  Hearth 
595  Susan  Hopley 

396  Way  to  get  married 

397  Wandering  Jew 

398  Old  Curiosity  Shop 

399  Under  the  G 

400  Jane  Eyre 

401  Raffaelle 
/Hunting  a  Turtle 

V  Catching  a  Heiress 
/Good  Night’s  Rest 

4W  V  Lodgings  for  Gentlemen 
404  The  Wren  Boys 
/Swiss  oottage 
iTwas  1 
<06  C  lari 


/Sudden  Thoughts 
*u/  VHow  to  Pay  the  Rent 
408  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots 
no  /The  Culprit 
u*  V.  Boarding  School 
410  Lucille 
...  /Four  Sisters 
91  ^Nothing  to  Nurse 
412  My  Unknown  Friend 
.,o  /Young  widow 
9  J  \More  Blunders  than  One 
414  Woman’s  Love 
..c  /A  Widow’s  Victim 
410  \Day  after  the  Fair 
416  The  Jewess 
...  /Unfinished  Gentleman 

V  Captain  is  not  A-miss 

418  Media 

,,Q  /The  Twins 

419  VUncle’s  Card 

420  Martha  Willis 
/Love’s  labyrinth 

V Ladder  of  love  • 

422  White  Boys 

/Mistress  of  the  mill 

V  Frederick  of  Prussia 
424  Mabel’s  curse 

in,  /  Perplexing  Predicament 
VA  Day  in  Paris 

426  Rye-house  Plot 

427  Little  Jockey 

428 

429  Dumb  Conscript 

430  Heart  of  London 

431  Frankenstein 

432  Fairy  Circle 

ioq  /Sea-bathing  at  home 
^Wrongman 
434  Farmer’s  Story 
436  Lady  and  the  Uevil 

436  Vanderdecken 

437  A  poor  young  man 
.Qfl  /Under  which  king? 

488  VTobit’s  Dog 

439  His  last  legs 

440  Life  of  an  Actress 

441  White  horse  of  the  Peppers 

442  Artist’s  Wife 

443  Black  Domino 

444  Village  Outcast 

446  Ten  Thousand  a-Year 

446  Beulah  Spa 

447  Perils  of  Pippins 

448  Barrack  Room 

449  Richard  Plantagenet 

450  Red  Rover 

451  Idiot  of  Heidelberg 

452  The  Assignation 

453  Groves  of  Blarney 
464  Ask  no  Questions 

455  Ireland  as  it  is 

456  Jonathan  in  England 

457  Inkle  and  Yarico 

458  Nervous  man 

459  Message  from  the  Sea 

460  Black  Doctor 

461  King  O’Neil 
/Forty  and  Fifty 

462  VTom  Noddy’s  Secret 

463  Irish  Attorney 

464  The  Camp 

465  St.  Patrick’s  Day 

466  Strange  Gentleman 

467  Village  Coquettes 

468  Life  of  a  woman 

469  Nicholas  Nickleby 
.»n  /Is  she  his  wife? 

4/9  \The  Lamplighter 

471  Feniande 

472  Scamps  of  London 

473  Jessie  Brown 

474  Oscar,  the  half-blood 

475  Mary  Ducange 

476  Narcisse 

477  Little  Gerty 

478  Obi 

479  Austerlitz 

480  Grandfather’s  will 

481  Hidden  Treasure 

482  True  as  Steel 

483  Self-Accusation 


484  Crown  Prince 

485  Yew-Tree  Ruins 

486  Charles  O’Malley 
/Bandit 

'  VThe  snow  helped 
488  (  Jar&onello 

VA  marriage  noose 
a  oq  /  Lost  Pocket-book 

V  Twenty  and  Forty 

490  (  AH’8  Fair  in  Love 

V  Woman  will  be  a  woman 
4qi  /Captain’s  Ghost 

491  \  Hat-box 

492  ®vefyB 
,q~  /BowBell(e)s 
49J  {.Mistaken 

494  /  Locksmith 

\  Portmanteau 

495  Rutli 

494  Maid  of  Mariendorpt 

497  The  Turf 

498  Harlequin  hoax 

499  Sweeney  Todd 

500  My  Poll  &  Partner  Joe 

501  The  King's  wager 
50i l  Tower  of  London 

503  /Monsieur  Jacques 

V  Plot  and  counterplot 

504  The  Birthday 

505  Grandfather  Whitehead 

506  The  Stone  Jug 

607  Jacob  Faithful 

608  Jock  Ketch 
509  Bold  Dragoons 
610  Remorse 

511  Old  house  at  home 

612  Jersey  Girl 

613  Ilaroun  Alrascliid 
514  Beggar’s  Petition 


5'5 


/Own  Blue  Bell 


VGrimalkin 
616  Paulina 
r .  -  /Affair  of  honour 
0  '  VThe  Lancers 

518  St.  Patrick’s  Eve 

519  Mr.  Greenfinch 
620  The  hall  porter 
521  Prisoner  of  War 
roo  /Matching-making 

VThe  Dumb  Belle 
623  Lucky  horse-shoe 
'Oi  /My  wife’s  dentist 
0  \Railroad  Station 
525  The  Schoolfellow 
/Woman-Hater 
9  {.Comfortable  Service 

527  You  can’t  marry  your 

Grandmother 

528  Rochester 

529  Golden  calf 

530  Bride  of  Ludgate 
roi  /Twice  Killed 

VA  Day  well  spent 

532  Tam  O’Shauter 

533  Woodstock 

534  Jack  Brag 

r,r  /New  Footman 
V  King's  Gardener 

536  Woman’s  Faith 

537 

538  Joconde 

539  The  Steward 

540  Evil  Eye 

541  Sam  Weller 

542  Tekeli 

543 

544  The  Roebuck 

r  ,r  /Little  Adopted 

0*0  V Gentleman  in  Difficulties 

546  Wish-ton  wish 

547  Nick  of  the  woods 

548  Faith  and  Falsehood 

549  Lalla  Rookh 

550 

551  One  Fault 

/Jucket  of  Blue 
{.Cousin  Peter 

553  Bubbles  of  the  Day 

554  Beau  Nash 

555  Pauvrette 


556  Andy  Blake 

557  Blanche  of  Jersey 
-y.  /Doctor  Dil worth 
008  v  Fellow  clerk 

559  Pascal  Bruno 

560  Wicklow  mountains 
y.,  /The  Pic-nic 

081  VRailwav  Hotel 

662  Fashionable  Arrivals 

663  Water-Party 

c-,  /Boots  at  the  Swan 

V  Lucky  Stars 

565  Walter  Tyrrel 

566  Izaak  Walton 

567  Wife’s  Stratagem 
,,;a  /Marcelinc 

003  VThe  Daughter 

569  Field  of  Forty  Footstep^ 

570  The  wigwam 
671  Cramond  Brig 

r-9  /  Infant  Phenomenon 

V  Captain  Cuttle 
673  Fnust 

574  Jack  in  the  water 

575  Man  and  wife 

576  A  House  Divided 

577  John  Smith 

578  /Long  and  Short 

‘  {.Lydia’s  Lover’s  lodging 

579  I  and  my  double 

580  Sons  and  Systems 

581  My  old  woman 

582  Life  of  an  Actor 

583  Chancery  Suit 

584  Bequeathed  heart 

585  My  wife — what  wife  ? 

6S6  Blanche  Heriot 

587  Lady  of  the  Lake 

588  Bill  Jones 

589  Americans  Abroad 
iqn  /Pleasant  dreams 
0  9  {.Advice  Gratis 

591  The  Wedding  Gowd 

592  Dice  of  death 
693  The  Bottle  Imp 
594  Lost  and  won 
525  Marriage 

596  The  Three  Secrets 

597  Frederick  the  Great 

598  A  libertine’s  lesson 

599  Jacques  Strop 

600  The  Charming  Polly 

601  Life’s  a  lotto  y 

.>0.,  /  Antony  and  Cleopatra 
VThe  Party  wall 

603  A  cure  for  love 

604  Gissipus 

605  Helen  Oakleigh 

qq-  /Blue-Faced  Baboon 
t  {.Ournng-Outang 

607  The  White  Milliner 

608  Perourou 

609  The  Greek  Boy 

610  Robespierre 

611  The  Red  Farm 

612  Miser’s  daughter 
/Wanted,  a  Brigand 

8  \Ciaude  Duviri 

614  Camille 

615  The  Pride  of  Birth 

616  Mothers  and  daug'ners 

617  Belford  castle 

fil„  /Duchess  of - 

010  V Punch  out  of  town 

619  Thomas  A’Beckett 

620  Mazeppa 

621  Temptation 

622  Mary  Melvin 

623  A  Night  in  the  Bastille 
roA  /Binks,  the  Bagman 
08  V  Dobson  and  Co. 

625  Tlio  Blind  Bargain 

626  J.no,  the  Licensed 

Victualler’s  daughter 
*37  /Bamboozling 

'  VThe  Sergeant's  Wedding 

628  The  Game  of  Love 

629  Old  Maids 

630  Gustavus  the  Third 

631  The  Weathercock 
622  Turpin*B  Ride  to  York 
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662 


633  Doves  in  a  Cage 
S34  Ocean  of  Life 

635  Nina  Sforza 

e„r  /  Hardeli  v.  Pickwick 
(Two  Swindlers 
637  Ambrose  Gwynett 

636  Hazard  of  the  Dio 

639  Peer  and  the  Peasant 

640  One  Hundred  Pound  Note 

641  Factory  Hoy 

642  Merchant  and  his  Clerks 
/Living  Statues 

(My  Sister  Kate 

644  Cavalier 

645  Lottery  of  Life 

646  False  and  Constant 

647  Who’ll  Lend  me  a  Wife 

648  'Twould  Puzzle  a  Con- 

649  Devil’s  in  It  1 juror 

650  Love's  Sacrifice 
/Painter  of  Ghent 

961  (l02 

652  Man  for  the  Ladies 

653  You  Know  What 

654  Gipsy  King 

655  Court  and  City 
856  Gertrude's  Cherries 
657  Legerdemain 

358  English  Etiquette 
659  My  Wife's  Mother 
„.n  /Humpbacked  Lover 
>tlU  \  Patter  v.  Clatter 
/Truth 
(Ringdoves 
/Dowager 
(.Why  did  you  Die? 

663  Love  of  a  Prince 

664  Fanchon,  the  Cricket 

665  Secretary 

666  Cringing  Home  the  Bride 

667  Charles  the  First 

668  Moonshine 
B69  / Angelina 

(Divorco 

670  Brian  lioroihme 

671  Noyades 

672  Inez  de  Castro 

673  Love,  Law,  and  Physic 

674  Heiress  of  Bruges 
975  Climbing  Boy 

/Married  ltake 
t>'°  (Conquering  Game 

677  Haunted  Inn 

678  Comfortable  Lodgings 

679  Two  Friends 

680  French  Spy 

881  Provost  of  Bruges 
6§2  Lone  Hut 
rot  /Peter  Smink 
589  V. Mrs.  Smith 

684  Handy  Andy 

685  Michael  Erie 

686  Old  Parr 

687  Tarnation  Strange 

688  Royal  Oak 

8«9  Rose  of  Arregon 
890  Halvei,  the  Unknown 
691  John  of  Procida 
coo  /Serenading 

(Middle  Temple 

693  Promise  of  Marriage 

694  Chain  of  Gold 

695  Beggar’s  Daughter 

696  Battle  of  Waterloo 

697  Phantom 
S98  Gil  Bias 

kqq  /My  Wife’s  Out 

1,99  (Borrowing  a  Husband 

700  Arajoon 

701  Forced  Marriage 

702  Valsha 

/Behind  the  Scenes 
TUJ 

f04  Linda,  the  Pearl  of  Savoy 
705  Lost  Ship 


Rotten 


706  Roll  of  the  Drum 

707  Ambassador’s  Lady 

708  Spring  and  Autumn 

709  Close  Siege 

710  Louison 

711  Our  Village 

712  Tempter 

713  Love’s  Frailties 

714  Surgeon  of  Paris 

715  Lord  Darnley 

716  School  for  Grown  Chil 

dren 

717  Riches 

718  Devil  iu  London 

(M.P.  for  the 

719  -]  Borough 
(Grey  Doublet 

720  Leola  Colomba 

721  London  by  Night 

722  Christmas  Carol 

723  London  Banker 

724  Master  Humphrey’s  Clock 
/Omnibus 

' V  May  or  of  Rochester 

726  Game  of  Life 

727  Deserted  Village 

728  Old  and  Young  Stager 

729  Follies  of  Fashion 

730  Romance  and  Reality 

731  Last  Shilling 

732  Tom  Bowling 

733  Love  Extempore 

734  Devil  on  Two  Sticks 

735  Maiden’s  Fame 

/How’s  your  Uncle 
1  <lb  (Mistaken  Story 

737  In  the  Wrong  Box 

738  Martin  Clui/zlewit 

739  Lilian,  the  Show  Uiri 
/Man  about  Town 
(My  Friend  the  Captain 

741  Signal 

742  Whitefriars 

743  Young  King 

744  Queen’s  Champion 

745  Caesar,  the  Watch-Dog 

746  Ondine 

747  Comrades  and  Friends 

( Personation 

748  (Antony  and  Cleopatra 
(  Married  and  Settled 

749  Mary  Stuart 

_  n  /Petticoat  Government 

750  (’Tis  She 

751  Corsair’s  Revenge 

752  Corsican  Brothers 

753  Blind  Boy 

754  Ben,  the  Boatswain 

755  Rich  and  Poor 

756  Dumb  Guide  of  the  Tyrol 
/British  Legion 


/  Day  at  an  Inn 
(Gentleman  in  Black 
777  Double  Gallant 
-7a  /  Aklgate  Pump 

(Bump  of  Benevolence 

779  Philosophers  of  Berlin 

780  Tale  of  Two  Cities 

781  Ambition 

,  Queer  Subject 

of  Dreadful  Note 
783  Youthful  Queen 
_a .  / Teddy  the  Tiler 
(Boru  to  Good  Luck 

785  Hard  Times 

786  Spare  Bed 

787  Wager 

788  Fair  Rosamond 

789  Notoriety 

790  Factory  Strike 

791  Point  of  Honour 

792  Shakspeare’s  Early  Days 

793  Folly  as  it  Flies 

794  St.  Clair  of  the  Isles 

795  Mutiny  at  the  Nore 

796  John  Overy 

797  Two  Fishermen  of  Lynn 

798  Mysterious  Stranger 

799  Education 

800  Don  Ceesar  de  Bazan 

801  Single  Life 

802  Married  Life 

803  Dream  at  Sea 
ana  /Our  Mary  Anne 
894  (Mischief-Making 

805  Agnes  de  Vere 

806  W reck  Ashore 

807  Boyne  Water 


849  Dame  de  St.  TYopez 

850  Husband  at  Sight 

851  Time  Works  Wonders 
Q,„  /Kiss  in  the  Dark 
804  V  Match  in  the  Dark 


757 


ana  /Shocking  Events 

808  (Dead  Shot 

809  Lesson  for  Ladies 

810  Love  and  Murder 

811  Rural  Felicity 

812  Presumptive  Evidence 

813  Poor  Jack 

814  Abelard  and  Heloise 

815  Duchess  de  la  Vaubaliere 
aifi  /John  Jones 

8lt>  (Christening 

817  Isabel 

818  May  Queen 

819  Chimes 

820  Home  Again 

821  Henriette,  the  Forsaken 
a99  /Irish  Lion 

(  Brother  Tom 

823  Rake  and  his  Pupil 

824  Pet  of  the  Petticoats 

825  Marianne,  the  Child 

Charity 

826  Toodles 

827  Green  Bushes 

828  Don  Juan 


758  Love  Laughs  at  Locksmiths  829  Last  Days  of  Pompeii 

759  Sempstress  899  Luk®  the  Labouiei 

760  Nelson  831  Death  Fetch 

761  Daughter  of  the  Regiment  832  Maid  of  Athens 


762  Momentous  Question 
/Review 
(Sylvester  Daggerwood 

764  Love  and  Loyalty- 

765  Delusion 

766  Quid  pro  Quo 

767  Charcoal  Burner 
/Gemini 

7t>8  V Lying  in  Ordinary 
769  Rose  of  Ettrick  Vale 
/  Valet  de  Sham 
(My  Valet  and  I 
771  Dream  of  Fate 
_9  /Maidens  Beware 
7'iS  V Pink  of  Politeness 
/73  Ancestress 
77,  /  Is  he  Jealous  t 
*  (Three  and  the  Deuce 
775  Loss  of  the  Royal  George 


833  Beggar  Boy  of  Brussels 

834  Scholar 

835  Forgery 

836  Uncle  John 

837  Ellen  Wareham 

838  Open  House 

839  Second  Thoughts  lat-Law 

840  Nicholas  Flam,  Attorney- 

841  Snakes  in  the  Grass 

al9  /23,  John  Street,  Adel  phi 
(Thimble  Rig 

843  Sheriff  of  the  Country 

844  Happiest  Day  of  My  Life 

845  Weak  Points 

846  Good  Husbands  make 

Good  Wives 

o47  Duchess  de  la  Valliere 
two  / Damon  and  Pythias 
848  (Two  Queens 


853  How  to  Grow  Rich 

854  King  of  the  Alps 

855  Our  New  Governess 

856  Victoriue 

857  Mysterious  Family 

858  Hasty  Conclusions 

859  Leah  the  Forsaken 

860  Ladies’  Battle 

861  Jacopo  the  Bravo 
8ti2  Peter  Bell  the  Waggoner 

863  The  Bear-Hunters 

864  Josephine,  the  Child  of 
the  Regiment 

QC,  /Popping  the  Question 
889  (Snapping  Turtles  IPail 
/Maid  with  the  Milking 
8W)  VliHly  Taylor 

867  Theodore  the  Brigand 

868  Cabdriver 

869  Follies  of  a  Night 

870  Secret  Service 

871  Charles  the  Twelfth 

872  Doom  of  Mava«ta 
/Welsh  Girl 

0/0  (Pleasant  Neighbour 

874  Spanish  Curate 

875  Vampire 

876  Brigand 

877  Child  of  the  Wreck 
t Faint  Heart  Never  Won 

878  (  Fair  Lady 
(Peculiar  Position 

879  Merchant’s  Wedding 

880  Woman  Never  Vext 
aai  /Trip  to  Kissengeu 

881  (Garrick  Fever 

882  Who’s  your  Friend? 

883  Court  Favour 

884  Regent 

885  Ransom 

886  Paris  and  London 
„Q_  /Hasty  Conclusion 

(Handsome  Husband 

888  Two  Figaros 

aao  /  Cabinet  Question 

889  (printer’s  Devil 

890  Grist  to  the  Mill 

891  Green-Eyed  Monster 

892  Reputation 

s„„  /  Captain  of  the  Watch 

898  (.Promotion 

894  Returned  *•  Killed  ’’ 
of  one.  i  Loan  of  a  Lover 

899  (Somebody  Else 
896  All  in  the  Datk 

a,„  /  My  Daughter,  Sir ! 

89/  (.My  Great  Aunt 
aaa  (  Court  Beauties 
8'8  (Peter  and  Paul 
oqq  /Jenkinses 

899  (My  Friend,  the  Governor 

900  Bonnie  Prince  Ctmilie 

901  Memoirs  of  the  Devil 

902  Ruy  Bias 

903  The  Delinquent 

904  Chain  of  Guilt 

905  Life  as  It  Is 
Una  /One  Hour 
990  (Matrimony 

907  Smuggler  Boy 

908  Exchange  no  Robbery 

909  Freemason 

910  Simon  Lee 

911  Dramatist 


Q,9  /  All  at  Coventry 
(Poor  Soldier 
913  Dream  Spectre 

/  He  Lies  like  Truth 

v 


State  Secrets 


Lo  t  Ship  /O  uOSU  Ui  lilt;  nu/iu  x 

Eacll  Plav  13  illustrated,  and  printed  from  the  Ordinal  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment. 
To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  is  invaluable,  as  full  stage  directions 
nostnmes  &c  are  given.  All  the  back  numbers  are  in  print,  and  can  be  purchased  separately,  one 
p«u y  eili,  o’r  per  lost,  lid.  [Loudon :  Jom  Diets,  313.  Strand.  Alt  Booksellers. 
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DICES’  WAVERLEY  HOTELS. 

BY  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT. 


This  Edition,  containing  the  whole  of  Scott’s  Novels,  thirty-two  in 
number,  with  125  illustrations,  is  now  publishing.  The  work  is  bound  in 
cloth,  and  is  complete  in  thirteen  volumes,  price  13s. 


Note. — The  whole  of 
price  14s. 


Scoit’s  Works  complete  in  fourteen  volumes, 


Waver  ley 
Guy  Mannering 
Antiquary 
Rob  Roy 
Ivanhoe 
The  Monastery 
The  Abbot 
Kenilworth 
The  Pirate 


Fortunes  of  Nigel 
Peveril  of  the  Peak 
Quentin  Durward 
St,  Ronan’s  Well 
Redgauntlet 
The  Betrothed 
The  Talisman 
The  Black  Dwarf 
Old  Mortality 


Heart  cf  Midlothian 
Woodstock 
Fair  Maid  of  Perth 
Anne  of  Geierstein 
Bride  of  Lammermoor 
Legend  of  Montrose 
Count  Robert  of  Paris 
Castle  Dangerous 


The  Highland  Widow 
The  Two  Drovers 
My  Aunt  Margaret’s 
Mirror 

The  Tapestried  Cham¬ 
ber 

Death  of  the  Laird’s 

Jock 

The  Surgeon’s  Daughter 


Note.— The  Price  is  Threepence  each  complete  Novel,  or  Post-free, 


One  Penny  extra. 


London  :  John  Dicks  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


DICES’  ENGLISH  CLASSICS. 

THE  CHEAPEST  BOOKS  EVER  PUBLISHED. 


DICKS’  SHAKSPERE  -  One  Shilling. 

Complete :  containing  all  the  great  Poet’s  Plays, 
37  in  number  from  th  sOriginai  Text.  The  wnole 
of  his  Poems,  with  Memoir  and  Portrait,  and  37 
Illustrations.  l,014pages.  Superior  edition,  2s 
BYRON’S  WORKS  -  One  Shilling. 
A  New  Edition  of  the  Works  of  Lord  Byron.  036 
Pages, 21  Illustrations.  Cloth  editiou,  2s  Od 
POPE’S  WORKS  -  One  Shilling. 
The  works  of  Alexander  Pope,  complete.  With 
Notes  by  Joseph  Wharton,  D.D.  Portrait,  and 
numerous  Illustrations.  Cloth  edition,  2s Od 
^  MRS.  HEMANS’  WORKS- Ninepence. 
A  new  Edition,  with  Memoir,  Portrait,  and 
Vignette.  Cloth  edition,  Is  2d 
SCOTT’S  WORKS  -  -  Sixpence. 

New  Edition  of  the  Poems  or  Sir  Waiter  Scott. 
Illustrated.  Cloth  editiou,  Is  Od 
LONGFELLOW’S  WORKS- Sixpence. 
New  Edition,  with  Memoir  Portrait,  and  Frontis¬ 
piece.  Cloth  Edition,  Is  Od 
GOLDSMITH’S  WORKS  r  Nlnepence. 
The  Works  of  Oliver  Goldsmith,  with  Memoir 
and  Portrait.  Now  and  complete  Illustrated 
Edition.  Cloth  edition,  Is  2d 


COWPER’S  WORKS  -  Sixpence. 

A  new  and  complete  Edition,  with  Memoir. 
Portrait,  and  Frontispiece.  Cloth  edition.  Is  Od 
MILTON’S  WORKS  -  Sixpence. 
A  new  Edition,  complete,  with  Memoir,  Portrait. 
»nd  Frontismece  Cloth  edition.  Is  Od 
WORDSWORTH’S  WORKS-Sixpence 
A  new  and  complete  Edition,  with  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cloth  edition.  Is  Od 
BURNS’  WORKS  -  -  Sixpence. 

This  new  and  complete  Edition  of  the  Works  of 
Robert  Burns  is  elaborately  Illustrated,  and  con¬ 
tains  the  whole  of  the  Poems,  lAfe.  and  Corres¬ 
pondence  of  the  great  Scottish  Bard,  illustrated. 
Cloth  edition ,  Is  Od 

M  OORE’S  WORKS.  -  -  Sixpence. 

New  and  complete  Edition,  with  merous  Ulus., 
trations.  Cloth  edition.  Is  Od 

THOMSON’S  SEASONS  -  Sixpence. 

The  works  of  James  Thomson,  complete,  with 
Memoir,  Portrait,  and  four  Illustrations.  Cloth 
edition,  Is  Od 

THE  ARABIAN  NIGHTS  -  Sixpence. 

Complete.  A  New  Translation,  with  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cloth  edition,  Is  Od 


London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


*  Now  Ready,  crown  8vo.,  56  pages,  Price  3£d.,  post-free, 

THE  ACTOR’S  HAND  -  BOOK, 

AND  GDIDE  TO  THE  STAGE  FOR  AMATEURS. 


BY  THE  OLD  STAGER. 

Important  Hints  upon  the  following  Subjects  : — 


This  Guide-Book  contains 

How  to  Study- 
How  to  Read 
How  to  Declaim 
How  to  Improve  the  Voice 
How  to  Memorize 
How  to  Make  up  the  Figure 
How  to  Make  up  the  Face 
How  to  Tread  the  Stage 

London :  John 


How  to  Manage  the  Hands 
How  to  Express  the  Various 
Passions  and  Emotions 
How  to  do  Rye-Play 
How  to  Comport  yourself  as  a 
Lady  or  Gentlemen 
How  to  Obtain  an  Engage¬ 
ment 


Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


Now  Ready,  crown  8vo.,  161  pages,  36  illustrations,  Price  6d.,  post-free  7|d., 


CHARADES 


COMEDIES, 


FOR  HOME  REPRESENTATION. 


Contents  : 


Bandit  .  Margaret  Helmore 

The  Snow  Helped...  J.  R.  Ware 

Jargonelle .  Mrs.  H.  Parker 

A  Marriage  Noose  H.  B.  Farnie 
Lost  Pocket-Book...  T.  H.  Reynoldson 
Twenty  and  Forty  J.  R.  Ware 
All  Fair  in  Love  ...  H.  Hersee 
A  Woman  will  be 

Woman  .  J.  R.  Ware 


The  Captain’s  Gho^t  T.  H.  Reynoldson 

Hat-Box  .  H.  Hersee 

Number  157b  .  H.  B.  Farnie 

Lovely  . .  H.P  Gratia^ 

Bow  Bell(e)s  .  “  Post  Tenebras 

Lux  ” 

Mistaken  .  “Quill” 

Locksmith .  H.  Romona 

Portmanteau  . .  W.  Beck 


Can  also  be  bad  separately,  price  One  Penny  each  ;  post  free,  o\j  halfpenny  each  extra. 


London;  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


Now  Ready,  Portrait  and  8  Illustrations,  crown  8vo.,  146  pages,  Price  6d. /post-free  7fd 

THE  DRAMATIC  WORKS  OF 


RICHARD 


:Y  SHERIDAN. 


With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Sketch  by  Leigh  Hunt. 

Contents : — 


The  Rivals 

St.  Patrick’s  Day;  or,  the  Scheming 
Lieutenant 
The  Duenna 
A  Trip  to  Scarborough 


The  School  for  Scandal 
The  Camp 

The  Critic;  or,  a  Tragedy  Re¬ 
hearsed 
Pizarro 


Can  also  be  had  separately,  price  One  Penny  each;  post  free,  one  halfpenny  each  extra. 


London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


NOW  PUBLISHING, 


DICES’  SHILLING  SHAKSPERE, 


Containing  the  Whole  of 


THE  GREAT  DRAMATISTS  WORKS, 

WITH 

LIFE,  PORTRAIT,  AND  THIRTY-SIX  ILLUSTRATIONS', 


BY  GILBERT,  WILSON,  ETC.,  BEING 

THE  CHEAPEST  BOOK  EVER  PUBLISHED. 

"This  thick  and  densely-printed  publication  is,  merely  for  its  mass  and  bulk,  a 
wonder,  and  when  we  remember  what  it  is,  and  what  pure  and  healthy  matter  it 
gives  broadcast  to  the  people,  the  wonder  becomes  gratitude  and  hopefulness." — 
Daily  Telegraph. 

One  Shilling;  per  Parcel  Post,  4M.  extra. 


This  Edition  may  also  be  had,  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt-lettered,  price  2s. 


London:  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand. 


Now  Ready,  Price  Sixpence, 

TALES  FROM  SHAKSPERE. 

BY  CHARLES  LAKE. 

Sixty  Illustrations  by  Frederick  Gilbert. 

London  :  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand. 


Now  Ready,  Price  Sixpence. 

THE  BEAUTIES  OF  SHAKSPERE. 

BY  DR.  DOBD. 

With  Preface ,  Glossary ,  and  Index. 

London:  John  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Booksellers. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


Now  Ready,  Price  Threepence ;  post-free,  One  Penny  extra, 

THE  ACTOR’S  HAND-BOOK, 

AND 

GUIDE  TO  THE  STAGE  FOR  AMATEURS 

BY  THE  OLD  STAGER. 


This  Guide-Book  contains  Important  Hints  upon  the  following  Subjects : 


HOW  TO  STUDY. 

HOW  TO  READ. 

HOW  TO  DECLAIM. 

HOW  TO  IMPROVE  THE  VOICE. 
HOW  TO  MEMORIZE. 

HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FIGURE. 
HOW  TO  MAKE  UP  THE  FACE. 
HOW  TO  TREAD  THE  STAGE. 


HOW  TO  MANAGE  THE  HANDS. 
HOW  TO  EXPRESS  THE  VARIOUS 
PASSIONS  AND  EMOTIONS. 
HOW  TO  DO  BYE-PLAY. 

HOW  TO  COMPORT  YOURSELF  AS  A 
LADY  OR  GENTLEMAN. 

HOW  TO  OBTAIN  AN  ENGAGE¬ 
MENT. 


Extract  from  the  Preface  of  the  Work •**  There  are  certain  difficulties  that  are 
inseparable  from  the  earliest  phases  of  the  dramatic  art.  There  are  others  that  arise 
chiefly,  if  not  solely,  from  the  want  of  practical  information,  arranged  in  proper  order,  and 
conveyed  with  due  simplicity  and  clearness  of  definition.  Such  difficulties  necessarily 
result  in  a  greater  or  less  degree  of  disappontment  to  those  who  are  candidates  for  dramatic 
honours  ;  and  not  unfrequently  lead  to  the  abandonment,  almost  without  actual  trial,  of 
the  profession  of  the  stage  by  those  who  might,  if  properly  directed,  have  come  to  be 
reckoned  among  its  chief  ornaments. 

“  It  the  purpose  of  the  following  pag;*s  to  remove,  where  possible,  and  in  all  cases  to 
lessen  just  such  difficulties,  by  furnishing  a  ready  reference  to  information  whieh  shall 
smooth  the  way  for  the  more  resolute,  and,  at  the  same  time,  encourage  the  desponding  to 
persevere.”  _ 


London:  John  Dicks,  318,  Strand-  All  Booksellers. 


THE  MARVEL  OF  THE  AGE ! 


r 


CHARLES  DICKENS’  GREAT  NOVEL, 

nOMBEY  AND  SON, 

Now  issued  for  the  first  time  at  the  low  price  of  Sixpence. 
Demy  octavo,  336  pages,  complete  and  unabridged,  with 
all  the  original  illustrations  by  Phiz,  and  portrait  and  j 
autograph  of  the  author.  The  cheapest  Sixpenny  worth  jjf 
ever  published. 

Pronounced  by  the  Press  “the  marvel  of  the  age,  and 
offers  the  best  value  for  money  which  any  publisher  has 
ever  given  the  public.” 


COMPLETE  NOVELS  BY  CHARLES  DICKENS  : 

Uniform  -mth  the  above  Work,  prioe  Sixpence  each. 


SKETCHES  BY  “  BOSS.” 
THE  PJCKWICK  PAPERS. 
NICHOLAS  NICKLEBY. 
OLIVER  TWIST. 
BARNABY  BUDGE. 


OLD  CURIOSITY  SHOP. 
MEMOIRS  OF  GRIMALDI. 
HUNTED  DOWN,  &c. 

MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT,  Part  1. 
MARTIN  CHUZZLEWIT,  Part  a. 


Also,  Prioe  Twopence  each. 

A  CHRISTMAS  CAROL.  THE  CHIMES. 

CRICKET  ON  THE  HEARTH.  THE  BATTLE  OF  LIFE 


London:  Johw  Dicks,  313,  Strand.  All  Book  Bailers. 


